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PERSON Ss Repreſented. 
M E N. 


Sir AnTony WirnERõ, Father to 
FREDERICK and MARIA, 


Four „ 


BELLAFONT, Mr. Bzarv. 
FREDERICK, | Mr. MaTTocks. 
SHIFTER, an Attorney, | Mr. DunsTALIL. 

FERDINAND, BELLAaronT's Servant, Mr. Mor Ris. 
PeTzR, Sir AnTowny's Man, Mr. CosTELLo. 
HENRY, a Country Youth, Mr. Dyzs. 

WOMEN. 

MARIA, | Miſs BR ENT. 

AMELI1A, diſguiſed as CLARA, Mrs. MaTTocks, 


OrL1via, a Relation of Sir Ax roYV's, Mrs. Vincent. 


Domeſticks of Sir Ax ron, Peaſants, &c. 


SCENE, Sir AnToxny WiTHERs's Houle, Garden, 


and the Country adjacent. 


Time, One Day. 
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THE 
SUMMERs TALE. 
NN NOOR) OR NOKNOX A 

OVE RTURE, by Mr. ABEL. 
ACT I SCENE I. 
A Garden. 
Mania enters, followed by BELLAFONT. 
AIR I  [Cocchi.] 
Mar. E LL me why thus you continue to woo me, 
Why with ſuch obſtinate Suit you purſue me: 


Bell. Af not why thus Tam fated to wor thee, 
Why with ſuch weariſome Suit I purſue thee. 


Mar. Hopeleſs you ply me, 
Still muſt I fy thee 


How can I grant, what Tve vow'd to deny thee ? 
Bell. What tbo' you fly me, 


Still if I ply thee ;, 
Pity may grant what your Pride my dey me. 


Mar. Tell me, Sc. 
Bell. I not, Sc. { Duets, 


BELLAFONT. 
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BELLAFONT. 


What whim is this, Maria? Why do you fly from 


me at ſuch a rate ? 
MARIA. 

Ridiculous Queſtion !—So ſanguine, ſo ſucceſsful a 

Lover as Captain Bellafont is might have concluded, 


that no Woman can have any other Motive for flying 


from him, but the Pleaſure of being purſued. 
BELLAFONT. | 

Oh! your moſt humble Servant. —But really I am 
no_match for you at theſe Weapons : The Dance you 
have led me over Hedge and Ditch, acroſs that Walk, 
down the next, over this Field, round the other, might 
be good Sport to a ſlender, well-breath'd Stripling of 
a Lover ; butto your Adorer, who is ſomewhat corpu- 
lent, it is actually intolerable; and I do proteſt to 
you, that if you offer to ſtir a Step further, I will ab- 
ſolutely give over the Chace. 

MARIA. 
Inſufferable ! Will no Submiſſion ſatisfy you? 
BELLAFONT. , 

Was your Flight a Proof of your Submiſſion, I 
might be ſatisfied ; but I doubt that little rebellious 
Heart of yours will not be ſubdued upon ſuch eaſy 
Terms. | 

—_—_ 

Upon eaſy Terms, depend on it I never ſhall ſub- 

mit: I have obſerv'd fo little Complaiſance after Mar- 


riage, that I ſhall look to receive all my Portion of it 


before, 
AIR I. [Lampugnani.] 


Happy, trifling, careleſs Lover ! 
Think not you can touch my Heart, 
Jill your Sighs your Tears diſcover 
7 bat you feel Love's keeneſt Dart. 


When 
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When] fee thee humbly lying 
Captive of my conquering Eyes, 
Weeping, fighing, fainting, dying, 
Such Submiſſion may ſuffice. 


Js ſevere the Lover's Duty, 
Such the Trophies due to Beauty, 


In ſhort, Mr. Bellafont, as you are ſo much de- 
voted to your Eaſe, and I am fo great a Lover of 
my Freedom, I fear we can never conveniently meet. 
I will venture, therefore, to take my Leave of you. — 
If you think fit to repoſe yourſelf after your Fatigues, 
I wou'd recommend a Seat in that Arbour to you ; or, 
if you rather chuſe to take a ſolitary turn dowa that 
Walk, I promiſe you I will not interrupt your Medi- 
tations. 
BELLAFONT. 

Stay, I beſeech thee, Maria, if it is only *till I can 
tell thee, that in Spite of all this cruel ladifference 
I am deſtined to adore thee. 

MARIA. 

All this is extremely well ; but to be ſerious for a 
Moment. — Allow me to aſk you what reaſonable 
hope you can have that my Father will ever approve 
of your Pretenſions ? and without his Content, I am 
apt to beheve I ſhall never be deſperate enough to 
liſten to your Addrefles. | 

| BELLAFONT. ; 

Why then, Maria, ſeriouſly I have no one Reaſon 
for hoping, but that I never in my Life cou'd de- 
ſpond ; nor have I any. Excuſe for the Folly of per- 
ſevering in my Addreſſes, except that I love you, 

and 
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and have naturally a Paſſion for all extravagant At- 
tempts. A Soldier of Fortune, the needy Son of a 
younger Brother, however noble his Extraction, can 
as ill expect to ſucceed with a Father of Sir Antony 
Withers's ſort, as think of aſpiring to a Lady of 
Maria's Merit and Beauty.—To delineate myſelf to 
you in one Word; my Family is noble; my Profeſ- 
fion more ſo; if I was not a Man of Honour I ſhou'd - 
not be the Deſcendent of my Father, and if I was 
a Coward I cou'd not be a Briton. 


1 MARIA. | 

To me, Bellafont, this may be Recommendation 
ſufficient ; but my Father would aſk, © What are your 
« Poſleſſions ? where lies your Eſtate ?” 


BELLAFONT. 
I have none: after having aſſiſted our Conqueſts 
in every Quarter of the World, I muſt confeſs that 
there is not one Foot of it which I can call my own: 
my Patrimony is my Sword. 
MARIA. 
A very honourable Inheritance for a ſingle Gentle- 
man, but a mighty indifferent Jointure for a Wife! 


BELLAFONT. | 

Had I the Poſſeſſions of my Uncle Lord Loving- 
ton, I ſhould with Pleaſure caſt them at your Feet; 
but a Booby Couſin excludes my Hopes there ; and I 
reap no other Fruit from his Alliance, than the Con- 
ſolation to fee that Avarice can make the. richeſt Man 
as indigent, as Fortune has made me. —But what 
avails all this? —I forget it is to Maria I am ſpeaking, 
who has the Art to deftroy the Peace of my Boſom, 
without endangering her own. 


AIR 
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AIR III. [Boyce.] 


See how the genial God of Day 

Salutes the warm, the bluſhing Tear , 
Chear'd by his Beams, how bright, how gay, 
The Fields, the Groves, the Flowers appear 


And hark ! in yonder vocal Bower | 
The Turtle plies bis amoraus T heme, 
All Nature owns Love's mighty Power, 


And deeply drinks the quick*ning Beam. 
And, tell me, do theſe Scenes impart 


No friendly Warmth to thee alone? 
Wilt thou nor give me back my Heart, 
Nor yet repay me with thine cn? 


Ah ! why wwou'd Nature make thee fair, 
And not diſpoſe thee to be kind ? 

To love, alas I is to deſpair, 

And not to love is to be blind. 


MARIA. 


Huſh ! for Heaven's fake, here comes my Father, 
as faſt as his Legs can carry him. As you ſeem to 
think me fo very difficult of Perſuaſion, I will leave 
you to try your Rhetoric with him; tho”, if I might 
adviſe, you had better make a haſty Retreat : for 
my own Part I ſhall eſcape as faſt as I am able. 


[ Exit, 
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SCENE II. 


BELLATONVT withdraws to the bock Scene. Sir Axr. 
WITHERS enters. 


A fine Morning! — Surely I heard a ſinging 


ſomewhere hereabouts in the Grove: Let me lee; 


I've ſtroll'd a good way from the Houſe ; I'll ev'n fit 
down a while, and purſue my Morning's Meditation. 
Well, tis a ſtrange Caſe ; but I never can repoſe my- 
telf on this Seat without calling to mind poor dear 


Lady Withers: Ah! ſhe's dead and gone; but I 


know not, if one of us muſt needs have been taken 
off, perhaps *tis as well for me to be left behind. 


. BELLAFONT advancet. 
Sir Antony Withers, I'm your moſt humble Servant. 
SIR ANTON. 
[/arting.] | | 
| BELLAFONT. 
I beg pardon for interrupting your Meditations, 
but my Buſineſs being ſomewhat urgent 
SIR ANTONY. 
Let it be what it will, Sir, this Surprize is not very 
civil; by my Say-ſo! it has diſorder'd me nor a 
little. 


Sir! 


BELLAFONT, 
What a fantaſtical old Prig it is! [A/ide.] Is any 
thing the Matter with you pray? [ Speaking loud. 
SIR ANTONY. 
Lud! Man; don't hollow ſo—My Nerves won't 
bear it. —Bur who are you? whence come you? 
what's your Bulinels here ? 


BELLAFONT., 
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| BELLAFONT. 
My Buſineſs, as I told you, Sir, is with you. 


SIR ANTON. 
Well, let us hear it; it gives a Man an Air of 


Conſequence to be ſhort with a Stranger. [ A/ide. 


BBLLAFONT, 
Sir Antony Withers, you have a Daughter— 


SIR ANTONY, 

Granted ! 

BELLAFONT, 

Her Name, as I think, is Maria.— 

SIR ANTONY., 

It is fo, — 

BELL AON r. 

I have ſeen her, and convers'd with her: a moſt 
angelic Lady ſhe is! 

| SIR ANT Nx. 

I cannot ſay I am of that Opinion. 

BELLAFONT. 

It is on her Account I trouble you with this Viſit. 

| SIR ANTONx. 

Humph ! I gueſs'd as much.—PIl tell you what, 
Sir; it you will turn down by that Horn-beam Hedge 
on your Right Hand, and keep ſtrait along the Wall: 
'twill bring you at the Bottom of it to the Garden- 
Gate - you'll find it open.—Pleaſe to betake yourſeli 
from my Premiſſes, and let me never ſee your Face 
any more. | 


B 2 AIR 
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.“ Arnold.] 


There lies your Road—ſweet Sir, adieu 
My Danghter is no Match for you : 

She's gone from home; ſhe's fich; ſhe s dead ; ; 
In ſhort, ſhe vows ſhe will nat wed 

To any Gentleman in Red. 


Nay, never frown, and look ſo bluff, 
You're fairly ſped; youve ſaid enough. 

- © The Man who lets fly Reynard looſe 
When once he's caught him in his Nooſe, 
Richly deſerves to loſe his Gooſe, 


| + BELLAFON”, 

1 muſt needs tell you, Sir Antony, that this is a 
very abrupt manner of diſmiſſing a Man before you 
Enow who he is: tho” I am a perfect Stranger to you 
myſelf, I baye an Uncle, Lord Lovington, who I be- 
lieve is not unknown to you. 


SIR ANTON. 


Lord Lovington, ſay you? And have you the rm 
8 ſumption, Sir, to rival your Uncle ? 


BELLAFONT. 
Rival my Uncle ?— What is it you mean? 


SIR ANTONY, 
Why, Sir, my Lord Lovington is an honourable 


Admirer of my Girl Maria, whom you are pleaſed tq 
call by ſo many fine Names. 


N. B. The Airs marked thus are compoſed for this Occaſion, 


1 BELLAFONT, 
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BELLAFONT. 
Is he fo ? Ridiculous old Dotard! Egad ! I mutt 
change my Battery; a ſudden Thought ſtrikes 
me. [ Afce.] Sir Antony, I am overjoyed, at what 
I hear; I ſhall fly to my Uncle, and tell him what 
Reſolutions you have taken in his Favour — *T'will 
be joyful News to him. 
SIR ANTONY. 

Hold, hold! what is all this Haſte ? You are over- 
joy'd, and you ſhall fly to your Uncle; how is all this? 
By my ſay-ſo! I could have ſworn you had been ſolicit- 
ing for your ſelf. 

BFLLAFONT. 
For myſelf? Ha ! ha! ha! And that was the 
Reaſon you received me ſo very coldly ! 
SIR ANTONY, 
It was ſo. Ha! ha! ha! [Mmicking bim. 
BELLAFONT. 

Very good truly! — Why, Sir, my Uncle himſelf 
is on the way hither ; I do but come before by his 
Lordſhip's Orders to prepare you and the youn 
Lady for his Reception. —He is impatient to know i 
his Viſit will be acceptable, and will be tranſported 
with the Accountl ſhall bring him. 


AIR V. [Arnold.] 


IWith theſe bappy Tidings fraught, 
I muſt hence as quick as Thought ; 
| Ere the Sun ſhall diſappear, 
1 Expect to find a Suitor here. 


See yon aged Elm around 
With the twining Toy bound; 
In that Emblem you behold 
How the Young adorn the Old, [Exit, 


SIX 
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SIR ANTONY alone. 


A good ſenſible, well-bred, decent kind of Man, 
and ſings a good Song, Well, if I can get this Girl 


married and out of the way, the greateſt Trouble of 
my Life will be over. Why there now ! there's that 
Wench Clara! that Girl is another of my Plagues.— 
The bewitching Jade! ſhe has ſcarce been a Month 
in this Neighbourhood, and yet — What does that 
Clown Henry do for ever at her Heels ? The Fellow 
guards her as warily as a Shepherd's Cur does his 
Maſter's Hut.—She's gone towards the Houſe ; I'll 
flip down this Walk and meet her.— Well, if I lighc 
on her alone, I'Il tell her a Piece of my Mind, —And 
yet this confounded oppreſſive Weather -I wou'd 
the Glaſs wou'd riſe ! | Goes down a Side Walk. 


SCENE III. 
CLARA and HENRY enter again. 


CLARA. 

Do, good Henry, take my Cloak and Pattens, and 
wait for me at the Garden Gate; we ſhall very likely 
meet the old Knight again in our way to the Houſe, 
and I know he won't be pleaſed with ſeeing thee in 
the Garden. | | 

HENRY. | 

Let him chuſe; ſo long as I can be of any Service 

to you, I don't mind his Huffing. 
CLARA. 

Thank you, Henry, but there can be no ſort of 

Danger. | 


HENRY. 


The Yard-dog may frighten 5 and if I was by, 
3 


for all his Worſhip. 
CLARA, 


I ſnou'd be apt to gee him a flic 
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CLARA. 
No, no; he's always tied up in the Day-time, and 


you know there are no other Dogs belonging to the 


Houſe, but little Shock, and he has got no Teeth. 


HENRY: 

Well, I ſhou'd be ſorry to have any thing happen, 
and I not at hand to aſſiſt you.—But Iwon't be trouble- 
ſome ; I hope I know better than ſo.— I'll take your 
Things then with me, and ſtay at the Gate we came 
in at. 


CLARA. 


Do ſo my Lad; Tl ſoon return. 
HENRY, 
Oh! as for the matter of that, uſe your pleaſure ; 
don't think much of my Time; I can't ſpend it better 
than in ſerving you. . LExit. 


SCENE N. 


Sir AnTowy calls to CLara 45 ſhe is going out. 


Hiſt ! Clara ! Mrs. Clara! Hem! Whither away 
ſo faſt, pretty Maid ? 

CLARA. 

Oh ! Sir Antony, I beg pardon ; I was ſtepping to 
the Houſe to enquire for Mrs. Olivia, who I under- 
ſtand is there. 

SIR ANTONY. 

Well, well, Mrs. Olivia won't be gone, and I 

ſhou'd be glad to ſpeak a few Words to thee, that's 


CLARA. 
What are your Commands, pray Sir? 


SIR 
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SIR ANTONY. 

I don't know what to fay !— Why do you look fo 
grave, Child ? How do the good People, where you 
board, behave toyou? I hope my Tenant Farmer 
Greygooſe and his Family do their beſt to pleaſe you 
I ſhou'd be much offended with them if they did not. 


CLARA. 
Oh! Sir, they are the beſt Folks in the World, and 
the moſt obliging. 
SIR ANTONY. 
I hope you have recovered the Accident that has 
confined you in theſe Parts; the Hurt that you receiv- 


ed by the Fall from your Horſe, I mean— (Ceremony 


upon theſe occaſions 1s nothing more than a civil Ex- 
cuſe for not being rude.) [ Afrae. 
CLARA, 
Perfectly, I thank you, Sir Antony; inſomuch that 
I think of taking leave of the Farmer this very Day, 


SIR ANTON. 


Marry Heaven forbid it! You wou'd not leave us, 


Clara; you muſt not—— Stay, ſtay —I have ſome- 
thing to ſay to you — Odflids ! what am I going to do? 
Why was thinking— Gadsbud ! ſure I am run- 
ning mad. 


AIR VI. { Potenza.] 


My Paſſion confounds me, 
Such Beauty ſurrounds me, 
Such numberleſs Charms: 
J gaze, I dejire, | 
My blood is on fire, 
Oh ! come to my Arms! 


CLARA; 
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CLARA. 

Alas! poor Gentleman, I am airaid you are not 
well: Do, dear Sir, retire to your Chamber; wrap 
your Head up warm; your Imagination has been 
greatly heated.—Shall I call any body to help you 
into the Houſe, Sir? 


AIR VIL 


O naughty naughty Garden ! 
| What ail'd me to come in it ? 
| I pray your Worſhip pardon, 
l I muſt away this Minute. 
} I muſt away: 
4 Farewell ! good Day ! 
| Sir Antony, pray, excuſe me : 
4 The more a Damſel views thee, 
| The ſurer ſhell refuſe thee. 
Nay, let me paſs ; 
Ob fie! alas! 
You'd nearly caught a Fall, Sir: 
Good lack? if this be all, Sir, 
PII be within your Call, Sir. [ Exit. - 


SIR ANTONY alone, | 
Well; go thy ways for this Time. What a twitter 
has this put me into, and all to no purpoſe I did 
not think ſhe cou'd have reſiſted me ; bur, all things 
conſider d, perhaps, tis better as it is; ſince tis 
more than probable, I might have found it eaſier to 
conquer her Scruples, than my own. [ Exit. 


0 S8cENE 


— 


all the World; nay, if poſſible, from myſelf: But _ 
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SCENE V. 
An Apartment in Sir Ax roxv's Houſe. 


OLIVIA, MARIA. 
OLIVIA. 

Depend upon it, Couſin Maria, *tis as I tell you: 
your Heart is further engaged than you imagine. 
You love this Bellafont without knowing it. 

MARIA. 

Now cou'd I hate you, Olivia, heartily for diſcover- 

ing a Secret, that 1 wiſhed to have concealed from 


4; 
—— 


was telling you of our laſt Adventure in the Garden; 


I own I am impatient to know how he got off from 


my Father. 
OLIVITA. 


Why indeed, my dear Child, when I think of you: 


Father in this Affair, I own I tremble for you. I have 
known my old Friend and Neighbour too long to be- 
lieve that any Merit can prevail with him, which 
has neither a Title to flatter his Vanity, nor. Wealth 
to bribe his Avarice. 
MARIA. 

Heigh ho! I begin to perceive I have play'd the 

Fool. 


AIR VIII. [Bertoni.] 


O Love, tyrannic God, whoſe fatal Dart 
Subdues all Nature to its proud Controul ; 
I feel thy vengeful Shaft transfix my Heart, 
And yield to thee the Empire of my Saul. 


QLIVIA, 


As. 
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OLIVIA, 


Well, Maria, you are not the firit Daughter who 
has ventur'd to diffent from her Father in the Choice 
of a Lover. And why not diſſent :I am perſuaded 
Nature means our Inclinations to be free, tho* Law 
2 enflaves them.—So that after all, if you have fixt 
your Affections on Captain Bellafont— 


MARIA, 
O frightful !—Fixt my Affections, Madam ?— 


' OLIVIA. 


Come, come, you are too honeſt to be a Coquette: 
> Friendſhip and Affinity give me a Right to know your 
Heart, and make your Concerns and thoſe of your 


AMS a4 = 1 
— * 


Family in a Manner my own. You know I have no 
Cares in this Life, but for your Brother and you: he, 


poor Lad, has unhappily fallen in Love with Amelia 


Hardley, who it ſeems has preter'd another betore him, 


and is, as I hear, married. 
MARIA, 


So he writes me Word; but he is expected every 
Hour, and we ſhall then hear the whoic of this un- 
lucky Affair, 


PETER Centers, 
Madam, his Honour wou'd have you come to him 
in the Library directly, 
MARIA. 


|: Very well, Peter, tell my Father III wait on him.— 
[ Exit Peter.] So! fo! I ſhall have a fine Lecture I 
WAIrgnr YOu. 


C2 OLIVIA. 
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Come Maria, keep up your Spirits; I am perſuaded 
things will turn out well at laſt. —Go to your Father: 
don't be violent in oppoſing his Inclinations ; Time will 
preſent ſome Opportunity of evading them.—A bove all 
things, my dear, I wou'd have you take no raſh Reſolu- 
tions againſt Matrimony ; let my Example deter you. 


AIR IX. [Howard.] 


Dear Girl, never truſt to thy Charms, 
Doutb's fugitive Seaſon improve; 

Oh! take the dear Man to thine Arms, 
Nor bluſh at an innocent Love. 


Too ſoon and that ſweet roſy Bloom, 
That elegant Form ſhall decay; 

That Hair like the Raven's dark plume 
Shall be filvering over with grey. 


The Fops that now flutter around 

Shall find ſome more favourite fair; 
Whilſt you drop deſpis'd to the Ground 
With Envy conſum'd and Deſpair. 


Then liſt to the Counſel 1 give 
And be not by Flattry Betray'd; 
Leſt you ſhou'd be fated to live 
Like me a neglefted old Maid. b Sou 
| [Exit Maria. 


; >, SCENE} 
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SCENE VI. 
As OLrvia ts going out ſhe is met by CLARA. 


OLIVIA, ELARA., 


CLARA, 


Madam, ſhall I entreat your Patience for a few 
Minutes ?— 


OLIVIA. 
Moſt readily, Child: what are your Commands? 


CLARA. 
I am an unhappy Woman; and as ſuch have a Claim 
to your Compaſſion. 
OLIVIA. 
I have conceived a very good Opinion of you, Clara, 
and am ſincerely ſorry for any Misfortune that may 
have happened to you. I hope the Hurt that you re- 
ceived by your Fall has had no worſe Effects than you 
at firſt apprehended. 
CLARA. 
Alas! Madam, my Injuries are of a different Na- 
ture. The Fall that I feigned to have receiv'd from 
my Horſe, as I was travelling. homewards, was no; 
thing more than a. contrived Excuſe for concealingg 
myſelf in theſe Parts. In ſhort, Madam, 1 am not 
what I ſeem. 
OLIVIA, qty 


That I have long ſuſpected, tho I forbore to be in- | 
quilitive. | E 
CLARA, * "4% 


You muſt know then, Madam, that I am a Woman F; 4 
of good Birth and conſiderable Fortune; my Name . 
| Amelia, ** 2 
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Amela, the Daughter of Sir William Hartley. Perſe- 
curd by my Family, who wou'd have driven me into 
th Arms of a Man, who is my mortal Averſion, I 


| lave taken refuge here, under the Diſguiſe that you 
| no ſee me wear. 

| | | OLIVIA. 

Really, Miſs Hartley, your Diſtreſſes affect me, and 
| I think you juſtified in the Step you have taken. Give 
me leave to aſk you what Preference directed you to 
> this Neighbourhood ?. 

; ; AMELIA. 

| Alas | Madam, your Queſtion is a natural one, 
| bur the ſevereſt that can be aſked me. What Prefer- 
WE ence directed me hither ? it was a Paſſion ſo deeply 
{ « . . s > 
| rooted in my Heart, that no Time, no Injury can dil- 
| place it. Twas Love.— How ſhall I excuſe. it to 
| you? —Unhappy. — Love. — O Frederick, 
| Frederick! dear falſe forgetful Youth ! | 
We | 

1 AIR X. [Ruſſell.] 
| 1 4 : v IF bile on Earth's ſoft Lap deſcending | 

| e Lig biiy falls the featber'd Snoto; 

| os 8 Nature awefully attending 

SLOW Each rude Wind forbids io blow, 

. of * * | | 

k ISS > White and pure awhile appearing, 

3 N  #arth her Virgin Mantle wears; 
LHSaocon the fickle Seaſon veering, 

Er. Ky HY Her deluded Bojom bares. 
Tias my fooliſh Heart believing, 

Ws * Tien d to bis artful Lengue; 
A bis Vows of Love receiving, 
Wk <j „ On each flattering Accent bung. 8 
. ” oor IS . 3 | . c | T0 1 Fendy 
5 by ws b 8 * 4 4 2 

* x 5 ; 4 | 5 * b - n ; 
* 5 A" 
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Fondly for a Time miſtaken 

Love and Joy conceaPd my Fate 
Noto alas ! at length forſaken, 
Sad Experience comes too late.” 


OLIVIA- | 

What do I hear ? Was Frederick, was young Withers 
thus ingrateful, thus inſenſible? Let me hope, Amelia, 
there is ſome Miſapprehenſion in this Matter: I know 


his Intimacy with your Brother, and that he made 


him a Viſit this Summer of ſome Continuance. 
AMELIA. 


It was then, Madam, that my poor Boſom loſt that 


o 


— 1 Indifference it had ever before enjoyed. My 
Family were then in Treaty with the Perſon I men- 
tioned to you before: intoxicated with his extravagant 


offers, they omitted no Meaſures to engage me to ac- 


cept his Addreſſes; nay they were deſperate enough 
to employ Frederick to ſolicit me: but alas ! their 
Advocate ruined their Cauſe; my Heart firſt con- 
ceived a Diſtaſte to Lord Wealthy, and the Interpoſi- 


tion of Young Withers confirm'd me in my Aver- 


ſion. - 
OLIVIA. 
But did Frederick betray his Commiſſion by turning 
it to his own Advantage ? 


AMELIA, 


I cannot charge him with that Diſhonour ; therein 
I] muſt condgmn myſelf: it was my own fond un- 
guarded Heart that told him too plainly what it fekt, 
till one fatal moment my Father furpriz'd him knee. 0 
ing at my Feet, and the next trauſported him fromm | 


Sight tor ever. . * 


* 


* 


A m_ 4 a © 
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OLIVIA, 
Your Relation, my dear Amelia, is truly pitiable; 


but as you know not what Motives Frederick had for 


fo abruptly leaving you, ſo I think you cannot poſi- 


tively charge him with Infidility. 


AMELIA. 


| "Dear Madam, how kindly you conſole me ! I own to 


ou I have ſome Hopes that Frederick ſtill remembers 


me, and till loves me: thoſe Hopes conducted me 


hither; I find he is this Day expected home; this 


Event and Sir Antony's ridiculous Aſſiduities make 


it no longer poſſible for me to conceal myſelf at his 


Tenant's. I mult therefore retire till by ſome means 


J can diſcover the real State of Frederick's Heart. 


What I have to entreat of you, Madam, is, for a ſhort 
Time to afford me the Protection of your Houle. 


OLIVIA, 


Moſt gladly, my dear, let us betake ourſelves thi- 
ther this Inſtant, before he comes and ſurprizes you. I 
will find means of explaining your Departure to Maria, 
Come, my Chariot 1s now at the Door. 


AMELIA, 
Permit me, Madam, to ſtep as far as the Garden 


Gate, and excuſe myſelf to the young Farmer, who is 
waiting for me "there with my Cloak: I'll make haſte , * 


and attend you. 
| | OLIVIA. | 
At your own Time. [ Exeunt. 


N 3 SCENE 


5 
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SCENE VII. 
The Outfide of Sir Ax rox v's Garden: HENRY is dif- 


cover'd ſitting and compoſing a Garland of Flowers; 
he riſes. | 


I have made free with ſome of his Worſhip's 
Flowers; there is no Robbery in that I truſt, She 
ſtays a long while methinks! ſure no Accident has 
betided her ! I am fit to think his old Honour does not 
bear an honeſt Mind towards her; he is always hanker- 
ing about our Houſe, and I am ſure, before Mrs. 
Clara was with us, he never us'd to come to Father's, 
except upon Rent-day. I don't know what ails me; 
I am not half the Lad I was awhile ago; I neither 
eat, nor ſleep, nor work as I us'd to do; and as 
for Wakes and Paſtimes and ſuch like, lackaday ! 1 
_ no longer any Heart for them, or any thing 
elſe. 


AIR XI. [Lampe.] 


Why bea ves my Breaſt with frequent Sighs ? 

I bence riſes this ſoft Perturbation ? 

In vain my Heart each Effort tries 

To combat its fond Inciination. 
How helpleſs am I ! 
Where ſhall I fly ? 

Where ſhall poor Henry for Succour apply ? 
So fixt is the Dart, 

Too feeble my Art 
To aſſuage the unſpeakable Smart. 


D AmMELnA 
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AMELIA enters. 


HENRY. 

Oh! ifackins! I am glad you are come, Mrs. 
Clara: Look here; I have been plaiting a Garland 
for you to wear at the Harveſt-Home to-night, if you 
are ſo minded to accept it. | : 

AMELIA., . 
Thank thee, Henry; I'll wear it for thy ſake. 
HENRY, 

That's kind now.—But come, will you be walking 
homewards : Father and Mother will wonder what's 
become of us. 

AMELIA. 

Alas! Henry, I came to bid you farewel. Some 
Reaſons which I can't explain to you, oblige me to 
take a haſty Leave of your Father and Mother, and 
depart this Night. Well, Henry, give me my Things. 
— Commend me kindly to the good Folks; tell them 
FIl call in the Evening, and ſettle Matters with them 
to their Satisfaction: — as for thee, my good Lad, I 
deſire you will accept this Purſe; I hope it will com- 
penſate for the Trouble I have given thee, and the Ul- 
will thou halt got from thy Landlord on my Account, 
— Why, what doſt weep for, Henry? 

HENRY. - 

My Heart's too full to tell you; and I want Un- 
derſtanding to expreſs myſelf but tho* I am a poor 
Lad, I ſcorn to be a mean one, and take Money. No, 


Mrs. Clara, I wou'd not touch your Purſe, if it was 


full of Diamond-Jewels. I fee you deſpiſe me by ' 

your Offer, 1 
AMELIA. 

Far from it, Henry, believe me; nor will I preſs it 


further upon you, as I ſee it hurts you. | 
1 HEN RT. 


we FT 
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5 | HENRY. | 
It does indeed—and not that only, but your leaving 
us, Mrs. Clara. I know it won't arguefy what ſuch a 
ſimple Clown as I am can fay to a Perſon of your 
Breeding—bur I beſcech you to tell me, wherein Fa- 
ther or Mother, or I have offended you ! If any thing's 
amiſs, that they can remedy, they'll be proud to do 
it, I'll vouch for them—and as for me, if I be in 


Fault, I aſk your Pardon heartily on my Knees, 


AMELIA. 

Nothing is amiſs, nothing. Kneel not to me, 
young Man; your Humility, your Tenderneſs op- 
preſſes me. Neither thou, nor thy Father, nor Mo- 
ther, nor any of you have ever offended me : on the 
contrary, 1 owe you all, (eſpecially thee, Henry) my 
Thanks for a thouſand Services, which are ten times 
more valuable, as I am ſure they ſpring from your 
Heart. N 

„ HENRY. 

*Tis enough: I ſubmit. May Heaven protect you 

wherever you go 


AIR XII. Duetto. [Cocchi.] 


Henry. And muſt we 
Amelia. 


Yes we muſt 5 ee 
Hard Fate ! ſuch Friends to ſever, 
So faithful and ſo true: 
Go, and may Bliſs betide thee ! 
Each Guardian Angel guide thee ; 
For evermore Adieu 
[ Exeunt, 


2 2 SCENE 


24 THE SUMMERs TALE. 
SCENE VII. 


An Apartment in Sir Axroxv's Houſe, FreDERICK 
and MaRIA meeting. 


FREDERICK. 
My dear Siſter ! —- [ Embracing her. 
MARIA. 

My dear Brother I am rejoiced to ſee you re- 
turned. How ſtrangely Love has transformed you ! ſtill. 
ſighing for Amelia Hartley ? 

- FREDERICK. | 

Oh ! name her not ! did you but know what I daily 
ſuffer for that lovely falf2 one, you wou'd pity me. 


AIR xIIl. [Count St. Germain. ] 


O fatal Day to my Repoſe, 

When firſt I ſaw the faithleſs Fair; 
No Peace my wretched Boſom knows, 
I love, alas ! and I deſpair. 


MARIA. | 
My dear Frederick, was I in a Humour for Mirth, how 
F cou'd laugh at you now ! but alas ! you are not the 
only unfortunate one of your Family : tho* you think 
I have ſo little Notion of Love, perhaps, Brother, I 
may be able to give a gueſsatitz and o my Conſcience, 
I think it a very forrowful Matter for a Girl of my Age 
and Spirit, to be condemned to the Arms of a Man of 
Threeſcore. N 
; FREDERICK. 
What do you mean? You to be married to a Man 


ef Threefcore ? | 
MARIA, 
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MARIA. 

So my good prudent Father has decreed it; and I 
have this Moment received the fatal Sentence from his 
Lips. Judge therefore whoſe Fate is the hardeſt ; 
yours, in being deprived of the Woman you admire, 
or mine, in being deſtin'd to the Man I abhor ? 

| FREDERICK. 
But to whom, for Heav'n's ſake, has he deſtin'd 
thee ? | | 
MARIA, 
One you never ſaw, Lord Lovington. 
FREDERICK. 

Fortune defend you from his Embraces! I know 
his Nephew Captain Bellafont intimately, and have 
been many times entertained with his Account of his 
Uncle's ridiculous Humours.—lIs it poſſible my Fa- 
ther can be ſerious ? a 

: MARIA, 
Serious? why he is abſolute ; and his Lordſhip is 
expected this very Day. 
; | FREDERICK. 
Then Sir Antony has not ſeen him ?— 

MARIA. 
Never. 
FREDERICK. 
Pear nothing then; for the Sight of him cannot fail 
do frighten away theſe abſurd Reſolutions in his Favour. 
Why, Child, he looks like a Courtier of Oliver Crom- 
well's; and is in every Particular both of Manners, 
2 Dreſs and Addreſs, a Character of as different a Caſt 
2 from our finical Father's as poſſible. 
MARIA. 
+ Tm glad of it. But you ſaid you knew his Nephew, 
F 98 Bellafont ; what is he ? of a Piece with his 
ncle ? 


FR BE» 
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| FREDERICK. 

The very reverſe; I do not know a more honeſt, 
good-humour'd, ſprightly Fellow, and with a 71-::t 
as full of Courage as it can hold: his Failings asc all 
either of the ſocial or the amorous Sort; and I know 
no good Thing he wants, but more Diſcretion, and a 
| better Fortune, 

1 MARIA. 
So, fol— 
1 | FREDERICK. 


Well, but ou don't intend to obey my Father, if | 
he ſhou'd be ſo perverſe. — 


1 MARIA. 


Obey him, Frederick! no, I promiſe thee I ſhall © 
not, while there is a Window in his Houſe to jump 
out at, and a Man in the World to catch me. If he 

| was Father and Mother both, 1 ſhou'd think my Hap- 
[ pineſs rather too great a Compliment to make him. 


FREDERICE, 


Well ſaid, Maria; your Reſolution gives me Spirits; 

but I will retire ro my Chamber, and get off this tra- 

| velling Dreſs, before I ſee my Father and his grave 
[ Son-in-Law. 4 
MARIA. 


Do fo. [Exit Frederick.] Well, Maria, how is 
it with thee now? This Bellafont will be too hard for 
thee at laſt, My Brother's Report has done his Cauſe - 
no little Service. Marry! beſhrew the Fellow! Of all 
Things in the World, what I wiſh moſt to avoid, is 
falling in Love; and methinks I take every Method of 
throwing myſelf in its Way. . 

AIR 


* 
c 
1 
* 
a 


f 
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AIR XIV. [Arne.] 


Ah ! what can defend a poor Maiden from Love? 
Ze Prudes, your Expedient impart, 

This pleaſing Intruder how ſhall I remove, 
And guard the ſoft Paſs to my Heart ? 


Of Mothers and Wives how wretched the Lives, 
Your's alone is the ſenſible Plan; 

They only are bleſt like you who deteſt 
That horrible Creature calPd Man. 


But when at our Feet the fond Wretches we view, 
How can one refuſe em, 
Or ſcornfully uſe *em ? 


Ab ! was it your Caſe, ye coy Virgins, cou'd you? 


. 


Exo of the FIRST Agr, 
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"cr 1 


SCENE I 


A Table ſet out with Wine, Pipes, c. Captain © 
BELLAFONT enters with FERDINAND bis Servant 
carrying a Bundle. 1 


FERDINAND. WE 1. 

ND fo, Sir, you think by drefling yourſelf in 
this old Trumpery, to paſs yourſelf upon Ma- 
dam Maria for your Uncle Lord Lovington ? The 
Lord have Mercy upon ſome People's Heads ! 3 
[Throwing the Cloaths on a Chair. © 

BELLAFONT, | 
I ſhall have no Mercy upon thine, Puppy, if you 
run on at this"rate. But ſince you aſſume by Right | 
immemorial a Licence of ſpeaking to me what you 
pleaſe, and how you pleaſe, let me know why in your 
great Wiſdom you object to this Scheme of mine; 
which, to ſay the Truth, was the Reſult of Neceſlity * 
rather than Invention. | 


- FERDINAND. | 

Why I object to it, Maſter of mine, — for every * 
Reaſon under Heaven. Firſt and foremoſt for the 
weightieſt of all Reaſons, becauſe I did not propoſe it 
myſelf.— In ſhort, I object to it as a Soldier, a Poli- 


tician, a Lawyer and a Chriſtian. : 
BELLAFONT, © 


F , 
'n 

* 
11 
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BELLAFONT. 
Since I have nothing better upon my hands at pre- 
ſenr, I will indulge you in your prating. Tell me 
why you object to it as a Soldier ? [ Sting down, 


FERDINAND. 

Becauſe as a Soldier it wou'd become you better to 
carry her away Vi et Arms (as the Saying is) and not 
to ſneak off with her in this pitiful Diſguite. You know 
I adviſed you to make an Iriſh Wedding of it, and I 
have ſtation'd our old Comrade Paddy O Connor at 
hand here to aſſiſt you. 


BELLAFONT. 
A notable Contrivance truly! 


FERDINAND, . 
O Glory! Glory! thou haſt undone both me and 


4 my Maſter. In ſhort, Sir, have her I wou'd, and the 


ſhorteſt Way is the beſt Way. As for this Scheme. 
of perſonating Lord Lovington, I think her too world- 
ly to marry you 1n your own Character, and too wiſe 


> to have any thing to ſay to you in your Uncle's ; be- 
> ſides, ſhe'll diſcover you and expoſe you. And theſe 


were my Objections as a Politician.—As to what I had 
to offer as a Lawyer and a Chriſtian, as they are Cha- 
racers which have nothing at all to do with each 
other, I will have nothing at all to do with them; 
and fo I ſhall beg leave, Sir, to ſing you a Song, 


that 1 learnt of” an Iriſh Benedictine at St. Pi- 


; erre's.— 


E AIR 
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AIR XV. 


Ye ſcains fo faint-hearted, who ſigh for the Fair, 
Se Brim-ſull of Leve, but of Money ſo bare; 

2 Soldiers ſo fiout, who make Slaughter your Trade, 
Il ho ſtand to a Man, but «who fly from a Aid: 
Neu you conguer alike both the Fair and the Foe, 
Strike heme my dear Honey ! and follow your Blato; 
Tf the Damſel conſents, take ber firait in the Mood, 
If nit, gently force her, "lis all for ber Good. 


| SCENE I. 


A'lnocking at the Door. Smirrzx J them. 


BELLAFONT., 

Run to the Door, Sirrah -l expect Maſter Shifter 
the Attorney, who will be a neceſſary Inſtrument in 
my Deſign; and here he comes. Maſter Shifter, I am 
heartily glad to lee you; Sir down I pray you, Maſ- 
ter Shifter. — Ferdinand, £1: this honeit Gentleman a 
Glaſs of Wins. | 

SHIF.TER, 

So, ſo; enough, young, Man, enough! Captain, 
ſhall I crave your Bulinels ?—Time 15 prectous—Lite 
is but ſhort—A Man is but a Man. — i orn to Pieces, 
as one may ſay, — pull'd Limb from Limb—up and 

| | down 


N 


{- 
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down about and about.—Fuh ! [PAH off bis Wiz 
and wiping his Head.) It cannot lait for ever; it can- 
not laſt for ever. Sir, my humble Service to you. 
| [ Drinks, and begins to fill bis Pipe. 
BELLAFONT. 

Maſter Shifter, I have a little Matter of Buſineſs 
wherein I want your Affiſtance ; and as I take you 
tor a friendly—good- R — obliging 
Fellow, 1 make no doubt ol your complying with my 
Requeit. 

A Bellafont repeats tbe Terms, friendly, Sc. Sc. 
Shifter at each Word removes bis Chair fur- 
ther from him. 


 SHIFTTR. 
Humph! l gueſs your meaning, Captain; and 1 
believe there is no Man in the Country Practice that 


has better Notions of Friendihip and Honeſty, and all 
that, than myſelf; and when it lies in my way to do 
a good turn (that is, upon Conſideration) I am always 


glad to do it; but Bufineſs muſt be fullowed, ſome- 
times here, ſometimes there. — T he World is che 
World, and Money makes the Man — Apropos! 1 
oppoſe your Occaſions look that Way ; bur, alack- 


a aday ! the Country's drain'd—the Nation's undone — 
+ axes upon Taxes - ſuch a ſight of Red Coats to pay, 
I and nor a Guinea ſtirring; 3 NOT A Guinea ſtirring. — 


lark! I am called away. — Captain, I'Il take my 


4 eave z not a Drop more, I thank you. 


[Gets up te go. 


BELLAFONT. 
Hold, hold, Maſter Sh ifrer, mi iſtake me not; [ 


don't want to borrow; but to give away. 


Vati ig bis P ur [e. 


E 2 AIR 


* — 
4 
— — 
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AIR XVI. [Arnold.] 
Loot back, behold ! 
The ſhining Cold; 
Come, take, and freely uſe it, 
Hark! bark, it chinks 
Sweet Sound; methinks 


No Lawyer can refuſe it. 


Ste ! here's a Bribe 
For half your Tribe, | 
And will yon then be jogging? 
"Tis generous Wine, 
How bright ! how fine ! 
Come, take another Noggin. 


T ſee you relent 

*Trs enough, be content; | 
Two ſuch pleaſing Allurements what Saint cau withſtand, 
The Glas at the Lips, and the Gold in the Hand ? 


FERDINAND. ; 
Lord help you, Mr. Shifter, you little think what 2 
World of Wealth my Maſter is poſſeſt of. He bor. 


row? No, no; he never can want Money any more. 


Why, don't you know he ſerved all the laſt War, 


and has got a matter of Thirty Pounds of his own! 
proper Earnings, and 'tis all in a Purſe there | f 


SHIFTER. 

Maſter Ferdinand, a Man will ſometimes miſtake 
every thing (do you apprehend me?) has tw 
Handles, a right one and a wrong. 

FERDINAN04 
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þ FERDINAND gde. 

| And if you have two Ears, Maſter Shifter, take 
care I don't pull one of them off, before this Day's at 
an End. Sure my Maſter won't give him his purſe ; I 
know he has not a Fellow to it in the World. 

SHIFTER. 
Well, Captain Bellafont, what is your Will? this 

Affair I muſt own prima facie look'd a little unpro- 
miſing; but that Purſe has a very agreeable Sound 925 
it; ſhall 1 examine the Contents? 


hand 


AIR XVI.  -{Granom3 


Tis agreed; ſay no more; 
All my Scruples are oer; 
1 am your*s, my Lad, Body and Soul : 
Thus for better, for worſe, 
3 1 join Hands with your Purſe ; 
And I warrant I'll manage the whole, 


ud, Fill a Glaſs, my brave Boy ! 
l hat is Honour? A Toy : 
Il bat is Honeſty, Friendſhip or Fame? 
Give me Gold and all theſe, 
can buy when I pleaſe, 
And put beggarly Virtue to ſhame; ; 


Pioliticans, they ſay, 
» Only ſtruggle for Pay, 
Each one puts np his Conſcience to Sale; 
And the Patriot ſo nice, 
When you bid to his Price, 


May be your*s fer the turn of the Scale. 
2 Then 


x 
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Then draw out your Hoard, 
Count it down on the Board, 
To refulſe it I won't be ſo mad; 
Since there can be no doubt, 
Shou'd one Lawyer bold out, 
But that more of the Trade may be bad, 


BELLAFONT. 

Well done, well done! the Money ſhall be all thine 
without lett or hindrance, every Guinea of it—upon 
certain Conſiderations, my Friend. 

SHIFTER. 
What are they, Captain? what are they ? 
BELLAFONT 
You 3 my Uncle Lord Lovington :?. — 
| SHIFTER, 
Intimately—Why I hold his Courts. 
BELLAFONT, 
And you are well acquainted with Sir Antony 


. Withe: 82 


SHIFTER, 

Oh! lackaday! Hand and Glove, Captain ; why 
I am more obliged to Sir Antony Withers than to 
any Man living: his Father prentic'd me out to 
Lawyer Trickſter; ay, and his preſent Honour has 
always been my Friend, wet and dry as one may ſay. 
I can never do enough for Sir Antony ; I hate 
to be behindhand in Gratitude and good Othices 0 
any Man. | 

 BELLAFONT. 

T am ſorry the Cafe in Queſtion don't exactly tally 
with that Gratitude you profels to Sir Antony; for, 
to tell you the plain Truth, I want you to afliſt me in 
robbiag him.— 


SHIFTER, ” 
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SHIFTER. 
Robbing him ? | 
BELLAFONT. 

Ay, robbing him of his Daughter. 
SHIFTER. 

Who Madam Maria?—-O Lud! O Lud! the 
Wickedneſs of ſome Folks ! 

BELLAFONT. 

Come, I make worſe of this Matter than it de- 
ſerves. You ſee thoſe Cloaths there.—In this Tran. 
action I ſhall have Occaſion to perſonate my Uncle; 
and all that I require of you is to introduce me to Sir 
Antony Withers as Lord Lovington. 

SHIFTER. 

I apprehend you, Captain Bellafont ; and ſo long as 
you keep within the Law, am willing to ſerve you 
upon valuable Conſiderations ; but as J particularly 
pride myſelf upon my Gratitude to Sir Antony 
Withers, I ſhall expect a good Price for my Services 
upon this Occaſion. If fo be the Party had been an 
indifferent Perſon, I ſhould have been more moderate; 
but where my Benefactor is concern'd, it is but reaſon- 
able I ſhould be well paid. Honeſty is a ſcarce Com- 
modity z and where you are to purchaſe a Man's whole 
Stock, it cannot be had for a Trifle. 

BELLAFONT. | 

Oh! the Rogue! I muſt ſtop his Mouth, or he 
will ſhame me out of my Proje&t.—Come, Mr. Shifter, 
it you will ſtep info this inner Room, while J am ad- 
zulting my Drels, we will agree upon the Price of 
your Conſcience - Ferdinand, follow with the Cloaths. 

; | [ Excunt. 
FERDINAND aleue. 

If the vulgar Saying be true, that you may buy 
Gold too dear, what fort of Purchaſe muſt he make 
that bargains for a Lawyer's Conſcience ? [ Exit. 

SCENE 
2 


36 THE SUMME RS TALE, 


SCENE III. 
A View of the Country, with Corn Fields at a diſtance. 


AMELIA enters. 


| How my Heart flutters at the Sight of Frederick ! 

| He ſeem'd ſtruck with my Appearance ſurely he 
will follow me: Under this Diſguiſe Iwill endeavour 

| to diſcover the real State of his Heart : ſhould my 

| Suſpicions of his Falſhood prove true, this diſtracted 

| Habit will then properly become my Condition. Hah ! 

YZ he's here.— l Sheputs on ber Maſk. 

| FREDERICK. . 

I follow'd you, Child, to know if you ſtood in 

need of any Aſſiſtance.— Who are you? and why do 

| you wander about maſk'd, and in that fantaſtical 

| Habit ? 


| AMELIA., 
| Save you, Sir, may the Sun-beam never ſcorch 
| you by Day, nor the Dew-damps ſtrike you by Night : 
| for the Stars tell ſtrange Tales, and, if you are falſe- 

hearted, Perjury is wrote on the Face of the Moon, 
and every Owl-ey'd Wizzard can read it. For my own 
* Part, I care not who fees my Face; 'tis honeſt, and 
| ſuch as Nature made it; but there are Spies abroad, 
and therefore I go maſk” d. 

FREDERICK. 

Alas ! poor Wench, thy Reaſon is diſſeated. Have 
you no Friends in this Neighbourhood to take Care of 
you ? 1 

AMELIA, 

I had a Friend, Sir; my Soul lov'd him, and my 8 
Reaſon approved—bur he forſook me, and 1 loſt my A.: 
Wits and my Heart together. 0 92 

FRE- 


PA 
© 
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FREDERICK. 


There are no Tokens of Inſanity in that Expreſſion. 


There is ſome Myſtery under that Maſk ; I'll queſtion 
her further—{ A/de.] Then you have lov'd—un- 
ſucceſsfully lov'd :—therein I pity you ;—our Fortunes 
in that are alike. I myſelf adored the faireſt of her 
Sex. | | Half aſide. 
D | 
The faireſt did you ſay ? — Was ſhe indeed the 
faireſt ? | 
FREDERICK. 
I thought her ſo.—Her Air reſembled yours; her 
Stature much the ſame ; and her Voice ſo near upon 


Za pitch with yours, that, when I hear you ſpeak, 
> methinks I am preſent with her. 


AIR XVIII. [Bach.] 


So profound an Impreſſion I bear 

Of the Maid who was my fond Choice, 
Every Nymph that I ſee bas her Air, 
Every Sound that I hear is ber Voice. 


When you figh, I can think ſhe was true, 
When you ſmile, I cou'd fwear ſhe was kind, 

You give all but ber Face to my View, 
And alas ! I ſee that in my Mind. 


AMELIA. 
Is it poſſible ſhe cou'd be inſenſible to your Paſſion ? 
| FREDERICK. 
She has forgot her Madneſs; I'll encourage this 
dventure. Aide. Alas! you ſearch too deeply 


gardleis of her Vows, ſhe is married, and I am 
dandoned and undone. 


F 
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SCENE III. 
A View of the Country, with Corn Fields at a diſtance. 


AMELIA Centers, 


How my Heart flutters at the Sight of Frederick 
He ſeem'd ſtruck with my Appearance ſurely he 
will follow me: Under this Diſguiſe Iwill endeavour 
to diſcover the real State of his Heart: ſhould my 
Suſpicions of his Falſhood prove true, this diſtracted 
Habit will then properly become my Condition. Hah ! 
he's here.— | She puts on her My 
. FREDERICK. 

I follow'd you, Child, to know if you ſtood in 
need of any Aſſiſtance. Who are you? and why do 
you wander about maſk'd, and in that fantaſtical 
Habit ? 

AMELIA. 

Save you, Sir, may the Sun- beam never ſcorch 
you by Day, nor the Dew. damps ſtrike you by Night : 
for the Stars tell ſtrange Tales, and, if you are falſe- 
hearted, Perjbry is wrote on the Face of the Moon, 
and every Owl-ey'd Wizzard can read it. For my own 
Part, I care not who ſees my Face; 'tis honeſt, and 
ſuch as Nature made it; but there are Spies abroad, 
and therefore I go maſk'd. 

FREDERICK. j 

Alas ! poor Wench, thy Reaſon is diſſcated. Have 
you no Friends in this Neighbourhood to take Care of 
you ? 

AMELIA, 

I had a Friend, Sir; my Soul lov'd him, and my 
Reaſon approved—bur he forſook me, and 1 loſt my 
Wits and my Heart together. 


IRE · 
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FREDERICK. 

There are no Tokens of Inſanity in that Expreſſion. 

There is ſome Myſtery under that Maſk ; I'll queſtion 
her further—[ A/ide.] Then you have lov'd—un- 
ſucceſsfully lov'd :—therein I pity you ;—our Fortunes 
in that are alike. 1 myſelf adored the faireſt of her 
Sex. | Half aſide. 

.AMELIA. 

The faireſt did you ſay? — Was ſhe indeed the 
faireſt ? 

FREDERICK. 

I thought her ſo.— Her Air reſembled yours; her 
Stature much the ſame ; and her Voice ſo near upon 
a pitch with yours, that, when 1 hear you ſpeak, 
methinks I am preſent with her. 


AIR XVIII.“ . [Bach.] 


So profound an Impreſſion I bear 

Of the Maid who was my fond Choice, 
Every Nymph that I ſee bas her Air, 
Every Sound that I hear is ber Voice. 


When you figh, I can think ſhe was true, 
When you ſmile, I cou'd feear ſhe was kind, 
| You give all but her Face to my View, 
And alas ( I ſee that in my Mind. 


J AMELIA. 

Is it poſſible ſhe cou'd be inſenſible to your Paſſion ? 
FREDERICK. 

She has forgot her Madneſs ; I'll encourage this 

dventure. | Hide. Alas! you ſearch too deeply — 

regardleſs of 85 Vows, ſhe is married, and am 

abandoned and undone. 


F 
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AMELIA. 

Married ! did you fay ? Is ſhe married? What can 

he mean ? Wretch that I am, I am miſtaken, and he 

loves another, | [ Afide. 

FREDERICK. | 

You muſe.—But whom do ſpeak this to, and what? 

Come, unmaſk; if your Features correſpond with | 

your Limbs, *tis cruel to conceal them. 1 

| [Attempts to unmaſ# her. 
AMELIA. | 

Not for the World, I beſeech you. Suffer me. to 

aſk one Queſtion more for Curioſity's Sake: What 

was your Miltreſs's Name? | 

- FREDERICK, | | 

Prithee, Child, (for I ſpeak to thee now as a ra- 

tional Creature) what Motive can'ſt thou have for 

aſking me that Queſtion ? | 

AMELIA. _ 

No ill one, believe me; yet I confeſs I am deſirous 

to have it reſolved. | | 

FREDERICK. 


Sure I have not made a Conqueſt of this poor 
Wench's Heart without knowing it; her Enquiries | 
wou'd almoſt lead me to ſuſpe& it. [A/fide.] Well, 
I know no Reaſon there is for concealing my Miſtreſs's | 
Name, ſince ſhe is now. another's :—It was Amelia 
Hartley.— Vou are now poſfleſs'd of my Story; which 
I know not how you have drawn from me. I muſt 
now leave you; it you have any Afiictions, I ſincerely | 
compaſſionate you, but Inſanity I hope is not amongſt | 
4 Farewel! | 


AMELIA. 


Hold Sir! Your Compaſſion is truly amiable, and if 


you are not afraid to give me the Mecting between 
| the 
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the Hours of nine and ten in the Evening, I may 


haps communicate to you ſome Tidings, that will 
boch ſurprize and pleaſe you. 
FKED ERIC. 
Between the Hours of nine and ten this Evening ?— 
AMELIA, 
Preciſely. — 
FREDERICK. 
I will not fail to meet you : Farewel. Exit. 


AIR XIX. [Haſſe. 


Now once again the ſportive Train 
Awakes to ſprighily Meaſures, 

Gay Hope ſucceeds, and with her leads 
A Train of ſmiling Pleaſures. 

See where the torturing Furies fly, 

Pale Grief, Deſpair and Jealouſy, 

Of meagre Cares the ghaſtly Family. 


SCENE IV, 
Henxxy diſcovers Dimſelf. 


HENRY. 
Don't be frighten'd, Mrs. Clara; 'tis I; "tis a 


F riend. 


AMELIA. 
Henry What makes thee here? 
HENRY. ' 

Thank Heaven ſhe's nor ſo far gone, but what ſhe 
knows me.—(I beg pardon, Mrs. Clara, for my Bold- 
ncls)— How ſhe ſtares ! ET my Hen * * 

| 2 er 


3 

f 
| 

« 


40 THE SUMME R's TALE. 


her! Do, be perſuaded to return home; we are 
broken-hearted at loſing you.—Pll watch you Night 
and Day, if you need it. | | 
AMELIA. | 
How came you to know me, and to follow me 
hither ? 7 
HENRY. | 

Lackaday, how ſhou'd I fail knowing you? Don't 
be angry with me, bur I have followed you moſt Part 
of the Day, yet feared to accoſt you till now, that I ſee 

ou have been in Diſcourſe with the young Squire: 
Fine Folks I know have ſometimes foul Thoughts; 
and in ſo lone a Place as this is, I was fearful he 
might offer at ſome Rudeneſs; if that had been the 
Caſe, I wou'd have been your Defender; nay I was 
about to come forth when he attempted to unmaſk 
you, for, great as he is, I ſhou'd not ſtand by and ſee 
you wrong'd by any one. | 

AMELIA. 

This honeſt Creature's Affection to me is diſ- 

treſſing. | 
HENRY. 

Row ſorry am I to ſee you thus! What a piteous 
Change have a few Hours brought about! Is a Mind 
like yoer's ſo ſoon overthrown ? Better be born a 
Clown like me without Wit or Underſtanding to loſe, 
than be learned to no better Purpoſe than this. 


AIR XX, | [Dunn.] 


See thy Henry till attends thee, 

Still thy humble Frieud defends thee, 
Whither has thy Reaſon ſtray'd? 
Turn and bear me, | 

Do not fear me, 


O thou bit, thou lovely Maid ! 
| I AMELIA, 
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AMELIA, 3 

Why ſhou'd I conceal any thing from this honeſt 
Creature? Come hither, Henry; don't be alarm'd: 
my Reaſon is no worſe than it was; I am not mad. 


HENRY. 
Oh! the Bleſſing! may I believe it? Then what 
do you do with all this diſtracted Geer about you? 


AMELIA. 
That you ſhall know in due Time; but tell me 
now, my good Lad, how can I reward the Services 
you have done me; pecuniary Gratifications, it ſeems, 
your Spirit diſdains; what can 1 do for you? 
| HENRY. 
Nothing ; I have deſerv'd nothing. 


AMELIA. 
Nay, but,—conſult your Heart. 


HENRY. 
I dare not; it is not fit I ſhou'd. 


AMELIA, 

How, Henry! js there any doubt then of ics He- 
neſty ? . 

HENRY. ; 

No, Mrs. Clara, I hope I am honeſt; but I am ſure 

I am unfortunate. 
| AMELIA. 

Alas poor Youth ! Is it in my Power to alleviate 

your Unhappineſs ? . 
HENRY. 


Don't aſk me that Queſtion; I am but a Clown, 
and my Anſwer may offend you. 


AMELIA, 

I ſee the Cauſe of your Uneaſineſs, and have long 
regretted it.— I'll tell thee what, Henry, you and ! 
have long been Friends; *cis fit I ſhou'd now diſcloſe 


de 
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to you a Secret. I am nat, as you conceive me, a 
low- born Country Wench, but am of ſome Rank and 
conſiderable Fortune. The Concluſian you will 
draw from thence may be uſeful.—I ſee you are in 
Surprize at what I have told you, but if you will walk 
with me to Mrs. Olivia's, T1! tell you why I have aſ- 
ſum'd this Appearance of Madneſs. 1 
| ; HENRY. 

I will attend you, Madam.—Heigh ho! how baſe 

am I not to rejoice at this Diſcovery ! 
HP 4 AMELIA. 8 

When 1 relate my Story more at large to you, Hen- 
ry, you will find that all the Unhappineſs I have 
known in Life has ſprung from Love. Tis a dan- 
gerous Paſſion, and I wou'd caution every Friend of 


mine againſt it. 


AIR XXI. [Stanley.] | 


ben Love at firſt Approach is ſeen, 
His dang rous Form be veils ; 
A playful Infants barmleſs Mien 
The fatal God conceals, | 


When ſoon by us fond Dupes careſt 
He a#s his trait'rous Part, 


Aud es we preſs him to the Breaſt, | 
| He fteals into the Heart, | [Exeun: & 
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SCENE V. 
A Great Hall. 
Sr Antony and PETR. 


SIR ANTONY., - | | 

Andi ſo, Peter, you can hear no tidings of this: Girl 

Clara yet? | | 
| PETER. | 


No, your Honour, not I: *cis/ ſarten ſure ſhe have 
left the Farmer's, that's one Thing; but where ſhe has 
betaken herſelf, that's another Thing. For my Part 
I have been at a power of Places in queſt of her, up 
and down, all over the Village, quite from Dame 
Treacle's Shop at the further End of it, to Parſon 
Sneak's Houſe here by the Church. 

he SIR ANTONY. 

Was ever Accident ſo croſs! every thing in ſo fair 
a Poſture for Succeſs : the Wind in my favourite 
Corner, South-weſt, due as it can blow: Sciſſon's 
Barometer a full Degree on the Riſe ſince Morning, 
and my Pulſe at leaſt ten Thumps in a Minute by a 
Stop-Watch quicker than it was at our laſt Interview; 
I ſhou'd certainly have retriey'd. that Mifadventure. —I 
cannot conceive, Peter, where this provoking Wench 
has conceal'd herſelt. 

PETER. | 

Sure I was never ſo nonpluſh'd before; and yet I 
think under Favour, your Worſhip, I can give a gueſs 
where ſhe is. 

SIR ANTON. 
Why, where is ſhe, think you? 
| PETER, . | 

Why Ill ſtake my Head to a Turnip that ſhe is in 
gur great Pond: Simon ſaw her walk that way, and 

tis 
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tis my Thoughts ſhe has drowned herſelf for Love; 

for your Worſhip well knows no young Girl can have 

any buſineſs by the Water fide, unleſs with that Intent. 
SIR ANTONY. 

Peter, leave me. There are Moments, in which no 
wiſe Man cares to be overlooked. Of a certain this 
Clown has hit it; poor fond Soul! I ſhall never have 
an eaſy Moment more. It has ever been my Fortune 
to be admired by the Fair Sex ; but ſo melancholy a 
Proof of it I never met with before. I'll inſtantly give 
Orders for dragging the Pond: ſhe is moſt certainly 
drown'd:: I cannot chuſe but weep for her. 


AIR XXII. {Cocchi. ] 


Farewel, fond unhappy Creature 
See, for me poor Clara dies; | 
Lightning blaſt each murd'rous Feature, 
Blind theſe fatal, fatal Eyes ! 


Yet what means this fond bewailing ! 
Let the wretched Fair one die ; 
Im Form is ſo prevailing, 
Nature is in Fault, not J. 


SCENE VII. MARIA enters. 


So, Mrs. Malapert, are you here? By my ſay-fo, J 
thought to have ſeen this Day one of the happieſt in 
my Life; but you are all bent upon thwarting me. 
There's vour Brother; I've been rattling him; the 
Fellow has loſt his Reaſon, his Underſtanding, and has 
come home chin-deep in Love. I wou'd have Sir 

E William 
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William Hartley to know, however, that my Son may 

without preſumption aſpire to as good a Match as his 

Daughter ; eſpecially too when I have beſtow'd one of 

my Children upon an Earl. | 
MARIA, 

Alas! Sir, that Child has no ſuch Ambition, believe 
me, 

SIR ANTON. 

But, Huſſey, I do not believe you : I take it, you 
are a Woman, born of a Woman, compounded as 
other Women are, guided by the fame Apyctites, 
warm'd by the ſame Sun, ruffled by the ſame W. ind; 
how have you then the Face to tell me that you are 
not ambitious ? 

MARIA. 
Dear Sir, have ſome Compaſſion upon me, and 
don't ſacrifice me to old Age and IIl- nature, becauſe 
ennobled by a Title. Alas! was the Heart con ſulted 


in our Alliances, we ſhou'd not ſee ſo many ſplendid 
Wretches as we do. 


AIR XXIII. [Howard.] 


And can you ſee your Daughter knee! ? 
What Heart ſo hard as thine ? 

If &er it cou'd Compaſſion feel, 
It muſt at Grief like mine. 


Yeu ſay, at your ſupreme Command, 
1 muſt become a Wiſe; 

Ab ! cruel, when you force my Hand, 
Why don't you take my Life ? 


G SIR 
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SIR ANTONY. 

Come, no more of this Affectation; I have done my 

Duty by you, and provided you'a Husband rich enough 

to content any moderate Woman : as for all other Re- 

quiſites, you muſt look out for yourſelf, Child; that's a 
Matter in which I can't help you, 


MARIA. 
I take it, Sir, there are other Enjoyments in Life 
beſides what Money affords. | 
SIR ANTON. 
Oh ! if that be all, go your ways, and make your- 
Telf eaſy upon that Score : for my own Part, I have 
made it my own Remark, that there are no Marriages 


o fruitlul, as of an old Man with a very young 
Woman. | 


MARIA. | 
I believe I ſhan't entirely rely upon your Obſerva- 
tions, Sir, notwithſtanding. [ Afide.] | Exit. © 


SCENE VIIL 
PxTER enters to Sir AnToOwyY. 


| PETER. 

Sir, your Worſhip, his Lordſhip's Honour is 
coming. 

SIR ANTONY. 

Here, Simon, Robin, Thomas, where are all the 
Fellows got to ? | 

Several Servants enter in old faſhion'd tawdry Liveries. 

SIMON, . 

Here, Meaſter, here ; I was but ſnatching a bit in | 

the Pantry. 
SIR ANTONY, | 
Come, range yourſelves all on that ſide. So, ſo! 


SCENE 


6 


n 


we can trace a Pedigree in a ſtrait Line from 
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SCENE vm. 
SHIFTER introduces BELLAFONT as Lord Lovixorox. 


SHIFTER. 
Sir Antony, I beg leave to preſent Lord Lovington 
to you. | | 
SIR ANTONY. 
My Lord Lovington, I am your Lordſhip's de- 
voted Creature. [ Approaching him with ſeveral forma! 
Grimaces.] A queer old Fellow by the bye. Aide. 


LORD LOVING TON, 

Sir Antony, I am a Man of few Words, and leſs 
Ceremony—Your Servant. 

SIR ANTONY, 

The Honour your Lordſhip does my humble Houſe 
in this Viſit, and the Occaſion of it, makes me eter- 
rally your Debtor; yet give me Leave to ſay, my 
Lord, you will not mix with a Family utterly ignoble ; 


LORD LOVINGTON. 
Well, well, Sir Antony, give yourſelf no trouble 
about the Pedigree of Miſs Maria; fo long as your 
Genealogy does not finiſh with her, it is of little Con- 


ſequence to me whom it began with. I venerate 


Antiquity for nothing bur for that rough Virtue, that 
primitive Simplicity of Manners, which diſtinguiſhed 
the Era of our Anceſtors from the preſent Age of 
Faſhion and Refinement. I live as they did, becauſe 
they were temperate ; think as they did, becauſe they 
were honeſt; and dreſs as they did, becauſe I conceive 
it becomes an old Man better, than to befool himſelf 
with ſuch a Load of Frippery Stuff as thou haſt put 
upon thy Back. | 
| G 2 SIR 
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SIR ANTONY. 
Your Lordſhip I perceive is entirely Engliſh, 
LORD LOVINGTON. 
Yes, Sir Antony, I am as you fee me, neither more 
nor leſs than a plain Engliſhman ; my Ambition 
aſpires no higher. 


SIR AN TONY. 

Now for my own Part, my Lord, I muſt confeſs to 
you I abominate all Englith Faſhions, Manners and 
Manufactuies : when I was a young Man I was uni- 
verſally known in the Beau Monde by the Name of 
Eount Antoine, —No doubt, my Lord, you have tra- 
vell'd.— 

LORD LOVING TON. 

Oh! yes, Sir Antony, I have had an Itch for 
Rambling like other idle young Fellows, ſo I took a 
Journey into Scotland, and have ſtaid at home con- 
tentedly ever ſince, 


AIR XXIV. [Arne.] 


From Clime to Clime 
Let others run; 
From riſing to the ſetting Sun; 
To kill uneaſy Time: 
With giddy trembling haſte, 
Let the vain Creatures fly, 
To ſearch for dear Varitty, 
And catch ſhort Gleams of fiutuating Taſte, 
Fixt to my native Spot, 
With Eaſe and Plenty crown'd, 
Content 1 look around, 


Nor oft of Heaven a fairer Lol. 


Ns 
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No Vineyards here demand my Care, 
No ſpicy Gales perfume the Air, 
No Citron Groves ariſe ; 
The rugged Soil, 
Hardly obedient to the Peaſant's Toth, 
Such ſoft Luxuriance denies. 
Yet Nature with maternal Hand 


A nobler Dower has giv'n; 
Valour, the Birthright of the Land, 
And Liberty, the cboiceſt Gift of Heaven.“ 


Well, but when ſhall I fee the young Lady, Sir 
Antony ? Maſter Shifter's Report of your Daughter 
makes me deſirous of being better known to her. If 
ſhe can take up with ſuch a plain Man as I am, I 
ſhan't grow worſe upon Acquaintance ; nay perhaps 
I may prove more to her mind, than ſhe thinks for. 


| SIR ANTONY-. 

I don't believe a word of that.— [ Afide.] —My 
Daughter ſhall wait upon your Lordſhip. —*Twill 
never do; ſhe will never endure him. [ A/ide.] Peter, 
call Maria. 

25 PETER, 

Maria! | 

[He ſhifts round Lord Lovington to avoid 
ſhowing his Shoulder - knot, and preſents bis 
Back to the Side Scene, as be calls. 
ü SIR ANTONY, 
Are thoſe your Manners, Sirrah ? Is that the way 
you ſpeak to my Daughter, Blockhead ? 
LORD LOVINGTON, 
Oh! let him alone, Sir Antony. Now I like that 
better than all the modern Impertinence of your 
| well- 


ö 
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well-bred Footmen of Quality. But here the young 
Lady comes. — [Marra enters.] — Madam, by your 
leave. [Salutes her.] Why, Lawyer, ſhe as much ex- 
ceeds your Report, as Weſtminſter Hall does the 
Old Bailey. | 
He withdraws to the Back Scene with Shifter. 


| MARIA. 
A very courtly Compariſon truly ! 
SIR ANTONY. 

Maria! Huſſey ! why don't you ſpeak to his Lord- 
ſhip ? Odsheart, you Jade, if you don't behave as 
you ought, I'll turn Catholick and immure you in a 
Convent for Life. By the Maſs ! I think no Father, 
who is plagued with a great galloping Romp of a 
Daughter, ſhou'd be of any other Religion. 

LORD LOVINGTON. 
Come, Sir Antony, be not caſt down, Man: 


allow me a few Minutes private Converſation with 


your Daughter, and perhaps I may be able to bring 
her into better Humour with me. 
| SIR ANTON. : 

With all my Heart, my Lord.—A perverſe ungo- 
vernable Girl !—Come, Neighbour Shifter — tis all 
over; my Hopes of ſeeing my Daughter a Counteſs 
are all at an End.—He is an abſurd old Fellow that's 
the Truth of it. | Exeunt Sir Antony, Shifter, and Serv. 


SCENE IX. 
Lord Lovincton and MARIA. 


LORD LOVINGTON, , | 
Come, Madam, I wou'd fain hope, that upon better 
Acquaintance, you won't find me {© dilagreeable. 


MARIA, 
4 
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MARIA, 

Indeed, my Lord, tis in vain to attempt to diſ- 
guiſe my Heart ; the Diſparity that there is in our 
Manners, our . Fortunes, and our Age, makes me 
' deſpair of Happineſs in fo diſproportionate an Al- 
liance. | 


AIR WV. [Arne.] 


In vain you attempt to engage, 
Believe me you have not the Art, 
The feeble Attacks of old Age 


Can never endanger my Heart. 


The dazling Delights that await 
Upon Grandeur I need not be told; 

You tell me you re wealthy and great, 
*Tis true—but alas ! you are old. 


Few Scruples, you'll ſay, bave been known, 
Which Gold ever fail'd to remove; 
"Tis a pow'rful Temptation I own, 
But ah ! what is Life without Love? 


LORD LOVINGTON. 

As I ſuppoſe my Age is the moſt ſtaggering Cir- 
cumſtance againſt me, let me tell you, young Lady, 
that *tis more than probable, I am not ſo old as | ap- 
pear to be. [ Speaks more in his own Voice. 

MARIA, 

No, o' my Conſcience are you not, if I gueſs 

right. O ho! my Gentleman, 1s it you ? LA ide. 


LORD 


— 


— OR 
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' LORD LOVINGTON. 
Why he how old now do you think I may be? 
MARIA. 

I don't know, my Lord, but I ſhould gueſs . 
ſeven or eight and twenty. 

LORD LOVINGTON. 

Seven or eight and twenty, quotha ? No, no, no: 
I was'not ſo young as that comes to, ſeven or eight 
and twenty Years ago. 

MARIA. 

May be ſo; I can't tell; I am very 8 of Peo- 
Ple's Ages; but 1 thought I would not ſhock your 
Lordſhip by gueſſing yours too high. 

LORD LOVINGTON. 
Permit me to draw you a Chair, Miſs Maria. 
MARIA. 

Your Contrivance, Mr. Bellafont, ſhan't pats upon 
me this Time I can aflure you. [ Aide. 
LORD LOVINGTON, 

Come, fit down. I dare ſay, pretty one, you have 
no Objection againſt being a Peereſs., 

MARITA. 

I don't know, my Lord, a Title no doubt has i its 
Charms. 

LORD LOVINGTON. 

And a Woman without Ambition is a Prodigy, a 
Monſter. | 
MARIA. 

Now will I plague him moſt deliciouſſy. Ade. My 
Heart, my Lord, is entirely diſengaged. For my own 


Part, 1 always ſet my Mind upon marrying a Man of 


Fortune; for which Reaſon 1 could never endure the 
Addreſſes of a Soldier. 
LORD LOVINGTON, 


H mph ! have you been ſolicited by any ſuch ? 


MARIA. 


811 1 
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MARIA. 

Why, yes, I have been troubled with ſuch imper- 

tinent Pretenders; nay, I muſt confeſs I have been 

molt difagreeably importuned by a Nephew of your 
Lordfhip's. 
LORD LOVINGTON. 

Who ?—What ?—Oh ! ay—Bellafont, you mean.— 

Why | hear a tolerable Report of that young Fellow, 


MARIA. | 
I ſhou'd be ſorry to offend your Lordſhip; bur allow 
me to tell you, that the Report which ſays any thing 
tolerable of Captain'Bellafont, mult be his own. 


LORD LOVINGTON, 
Indeed ! why I am concerned to hear theſe Tidings 
of my Nephew ; eſpecially as he is Heir to my Title 
and Eſtate, in caſe of my Son's Deceais,—Oh ! the 
abominable mercenary Jilt, what Fol:y poſicts'd me to 


put on this Diſguile ? Aude. 
* MARIA, 

It grieves me, my Lord, to give % — 

muſt ſeriouſly entreat you ro bring your N <p :1ew nere, 


and in your Prelence allow me to give him 1s foal Die 

miſſion ; nay, I can never think of our Alliance on 

any other Conditions. | 
' LORD LOVINGTON. 

Oh ! that l was quit of this Fool's Coat that I miohr 
abuſe her! | Aide. } Well, Madam, your Commands 
ſhall be obey'd ; my Nephew ſhall never oftend you 
more. 


MARIA, 
"Twill be a very acceptable Riddance, I can affure 


your L.ordſhip, [ Exit Lord Los. 


H | MARIA, 
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MARIA. 
Ha! ha! ha! get thee gone, get thee. gone: 
Poor Bellafont, 8 may ſt A paſſable good Sol- 
dier in the open Field and broad Day- light; but in 
the Conduct and Contrivance of a Surprize, thou art 
no Match for me, take my word for it. 


AIR XXVI, lac. 


Away, diſſembling Lover ! 
7 Your Projett I diſcover, 
Aud fee thro all your Art: 
Then fly from Shape to Shape, 
Tit hope not 10 eſcape, 8 
My Chains encloſe your Heart. 


END of the Stcond AcT. 


ACT 
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T Et 
ET EOL BER» 2 


TNA 
r 
SCENE l. 


A View of the Country near Sir Axroxv's, with 8 
diſtant Proſ pet of the Houſe. 


OLIVIA, AMELIA. 


| * OLIVIA, 
ELIEVE me, my dear, I ſincerely partake in 
your Happineſs upon this Diſcovery which you 


have made of your Lover's Fidelity. 


AMELIA. 

Dear Madam, you have laid me under eternal Ob- 
ligations. With the Man of my Heart there is no 
Condition in Life can be ſo humble, which I ſhou'd . 
not infinitely prefer to all that Wealth and Greatneſs 


can beltow without him. 


OLIVIX. 


I applaud your Sentiments, Amelia: but come, it 
draws towards Evening; and, as we are walking 
homewards, I will communicate to you a Deſign 
which I have form'd for your diſcovering yourſelf to 
Frederick before the Time appointed for your Meet- 
ing; for I am determined, if poſſible, to bring Mat- 
ters to a Concluſion betwixt you before this Day is 
at an End. 


H AIR 
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AIR XXVII. (Ciampi.] 


Thro theſe Wilds ſecurely ranging, 
Grandeur for Content exchanging, 
Freely I abſolve my Fate; 
Here my Soul without repining 
Each ambitious Thought reſigning, 
y Looks with Pity on the Great. [ Exeunt« 


SCENE II. 
BELLAFONT, MARIA, 


MARIA. 
Very well, Mr. Bellafont, there's an End then to 
every thing between us: henceforward we are to 
think of each other no more, | 
BELLAFONT. | | 
Never; never. I wou'd baniſh from my Memory, 
if poſſible, the very Name of Maria. 
| MARIA, 
You carry this Matter very triumphantly truly. 
' BELLAFONT. | 
I ſuppoſe your Vanity expected ſome Gratification 
upon this Occaſion; but it wou'd be ſtrange Folly 
in me to bewail a Separation, which I mutt ever con- 
fider as the. moſt fortunate Event in my Life. 
MARIA. 1 
No doubt it muſt have been ſtrange Indiſcretion in 
you to have thrown away ſo much Merit upon a 
Woman with poor Twenty thouſand Pounds to her 
Fortune.—To be ſure, Captain, you have Views of a 
much higher Sort. | 
BELLAFONT-» 


fo 


to | 
to 9 
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BELLAFONT. 

I have indeed -Worth and Honour; and a noble 
Mind ſhall be the Portion of the Woman I aſpire to; 
theſe are the Qualities, which I once thought I diſ- 
cover'd in Mariaz and for which alone I admired 
her: all other Poſſcſſions I look on with diſdain. 

MARIA. 

Now cou'd I run into his Arms, but for the dear 
Delight of tormenting him a little longer: he has 
won my Heart by the noble Manner in which he re- 
nounces it. LA. Hold. Mr. Bellafont, don't let 


us part in this abrupt Manner; your Regards for me 


muſt have been very inſincere, to be laid aſide with 
ſo much Indifference. 
BELLAroxr. 

Why ſhou'd I complain, and to whom ? O Maria, 
what Youth and Beauty art thou about to ſacrifice to 
Vanity and Ambition! Juſt Heaven, how bleſt we 
might have been! Wealth and Grandeur indeed I 
cou'd not have endow'd thee with ; but an honeſt and 
faichful Heart is an Oblation which a generous Wo- 


man wou'd have prefer'd before them. 


AIR XXVIII. Duetto. [Bach.] 


Bel. Yes, *tis plain, ſbe ſees me tremble, 


' While I tear ber from my Heart. 
Mar. Sure be knows I but diſſemble, 
ben I tell him to depart. | 
Bel. Love, away ! thou haſt betray'd me. 
Mar. Pity, hence ! Reſentment aid me. 


Bel. I renounce ile, venal Beauty, 


Thus tear thee from my Heart. 
Mar. Haughty Lover, know thy Duty, 


See without a Sigh I part. Exit Bellafont. 
SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


BELLAFONT Temains. 


She's gone. — Well, farewel to her, baſe unge- 
nerous Woman i am aſhamed to find what hold ſhe 
had taken of my Heart, by the pain it gives me to 
wreſt it from her Poſſeſſion. 


FzRrDINAND enters, ſpeaks in the Side Scene. 


Well, Sir —— 
: - BELLAFONT. 
Well, Ferdinand — — 
FERDINAND. 
What, you're agreed then; all's over, is jt not? 
BELLAFONT. 
* Yes, all is over. 
FERDINAND, 


I am glad on't; I congratulate you with all my 
Heart; and pray, Sir, when is it to be? 

BELLAFONT. X 

What does the Coxcomb mean? When is what to 
be ? 

FERDINAND. 

Why, when are you and Madam Maria to be mar- 

ried ? | 
BELLAFONT. 

Never, I tell you never. — And hark'ee, Sir, dare 
not for your Lite, Sirrah, not for your Life ever 
mention to me that Name again. | 
[ Seizing bim by the Collar. 


* 


FERDINAND. 


T am dumb, Sir, Tam dumb; and if you don't let 


go my Throat, ſhall be ſo in carneſt. 
BELLAFONT. 
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BELLAFONT. 

I wou'd have you ſo, at leaſt on this Subject. — 
But I correct myſelt, and am aſhamed of my Paſſion.— 
This Woman, Ferdinand, puts me beſide myſelf.— 
Your miſtake certainly did not merit ſo rough a Reproof, 
nor your Services. I am ſorry for what I have done. — 
Ferdinand l am determined to ſee this Woman once 
. don't you ſpeak ?) — but it ſhall be in the 

haracter of Lord Lovington; I will draw her on to 
conſent to marry me in that Diſguiſe, and then diſ- 
cover myſelf and upbraid her. —Hah ! what think 
you ?—Will it not be excellent Revenge ?— Why 
don't you anſwer ? 
| FERDINAND. 

I fay nothing, Sir, I am reſolved upon that; but I 
can't help thinking tho? that the trueſt Revenge you 
2 cou'd take wou'd be to marry her firſt, and diſcover 

yourſelf afterwards. 185 f _ 


AIR XXIX. 


When a Maid's in the Mind to marry, 

He's an Aſs that thinks ſhe'll tarry , 

Take my word there's no Time 10 dally, 

Priythee don't ſtand ſbilly, ſbally, 
Shilly, ſbally, fooliſh Man! 


Shou'd ſhe look before ſhe leaps, Sir, 
Or not wed before ſbe fleeps, Sir, 
You are left in the lurch; all is over! 
She is fled to ſome happier Lover, 
And you may go hang, fooliſh Man ! 


SCENE 
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A Hall in Sir AnToxy's Houſe. 


FREDERICK, MARIA. 


MARIA. 
And do you intend to keep this Aſſignation? 


- FREDERICK. 
Punctually. 
MARIA. 


*Tis a ſtrange Adventure. An Intrigue with a Maſk 
in this Place, and at thele Times, has a mighty roman- 
tick Air with it: and I cannot help thinking that 
your Damſel is diſtracted in reality, as well as ap- 
pearance. ; 

FREDERICK. 


She is in her perfect Senſes I will engage for her, 
but ſhe has almoſt deprived me of mine; for ſhe ſo 
exactly reſembles in Voice, Air and Deportment, her 
whom I once call'd my Amelia, that my Heart has 
been ſtrangely agitated ever ſince I ſaw her; and I 
cannot help being as impatient for a ſecond Inter- 
view, as 1 I was actually to meet the Object of my 


Affection. 
MARIA. 


She is much beholden to her Maſk I dare ſay; and 
o' my Conſcience were all Men's Imaginations as lively 
as your's is, Frederick, the Women wou'd do well 
to copy her Faſhion; but it ſnould ſeem by the pre- 
ſent Mode of Dreſſing, as if they were apprehenſive 
that the Men would give them Credit for no other 
Beauties, than thoſe which they expoſe. 


— 
FERDI- 


W.-- 1 mn 7 yr 
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FREBERICK., 


Upon my word we are much beholden to the La- 
dies for their fair and open Dealing with us, 


MARIA, 


Come, my dear Brother, Moralizing don't become 
us; and I take it you are rather too young to reaſon 
the Fair Sex out of their Coquetries. 


AIR XXX. Piccini.] 


Vain Aitempt te rail at Pleaſure, 

Leave the World to mend at Leiſure 
Sour Ul- nature, far away ! 
Innocence is always gay. 


Others Lives ſeverely noting, 
Every Error gladly quoting, 
Age, I leave that Taſk to thee : 
What are others Faults to me ? 


FREDERICE. 


Well, Maria, ſince you have made me the Confi- 
dante of your Paſſion for my Friend Bellafont, ſuffer 
me in my turn to aſk you in which of his Characters 
you intend to marry him; for I take it for granted 
you (like all other Clients in the Affair of Marriage) 
determined upon the Deed, before you took Counſcl 
on the Expediency of it. 

MARIA, 


Why, to ſpeak the Truth, I do find myſelf ſtrangely 


- diſpoſed to chuſe for myſelf in this matter, notwith- 
ſtanding my grave Father's Remonſtrances ; and if Bel- 


lafont owes me any thing for my Preference on this 
occaſion, he mult thank you for it; for I verily believe 
1 ic 
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it was your Report of him that turn'd the Scale: how- 
ever, I am determined his fooliſh Conceit of Lord Lo- 
vington ſhall not paſs with me; I ſcorn Deceit myſelf, 


and ſhall not eaſily brook it in him. 
FREDERICK. 

Maria, I love Bellafont, and I think he deſerves you; 
a higher Encomium I need not beſtow upon him. 
Now tho” there can be no greater degree of Happineſs, 
thanto be in Poſſeſſion of the Object of one's Affection, 
yet Penury will chill that Happineſs, if not deſtroy it. 
here are few Paſſions can ſtand the Indelicacies of 
Diſtreſs.— Not only your Fortune, Siſter, but mine 
alſo depends upon my Father, and he you know is 
obſtinate by Preſcription. You mult not expect his 
Forgiveneſs. A Man may be fooled out of his Realon, 


but who was ever yet reaſon'd out of his Folly? 
AIR XXXI. [Giardini.] 


Parents think our Inclination 
N-er ſhou'd fix till they approve 
Loft to every ſoft Senſation, 
They forget what lis to love. 


Vaid of every generous Paſſion, 

Lovers new with ſordid Art, 

(Such the World's diferaceful Faſhion ) 
oo the Intereſt, not the Heart. 


7 hou alone alike regarding 

IWeaith and Titles with Diſdain, 
Werth with equal Werth rewarding, 
[ ov'ft, and art belov'd again, 


PETER 
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PETER enters. 


Sir, a Servant, who ſays he came Expreſs from Sir 
William Hartley's, brought this Letter for you. 


FREDERICK. 


Sir William Hartley's ?—What can it be? Hah! 
from young Hartley !—| Reads a Letter.] 


% Dear Farzptrick, 


%. We are in the greateſt Affliction, from which no 
© body but you can deliver us. My Siſter Amelia, in 
& order to avoid a compell'd Marriage with Lord 
„ Wealthy, has privately betaken herlelf from us, 
* and hitherto eſcaped the moſt diligent Search. As 
e we are well aſſur'd that her Attachment to you 
« was the Cauſe of this Elopement, ſo we perſuade 
* gurlelves, that you are at this Time privy to her 
« Concealment. If you are the Man of Honour I 
« eſteem you to be, you will approve yourſelf ſuch on 
« this delicate Occ aſion, and reſtore her to her Family 
without delay. On theſe Conditions I am bid to tell 
you, that you will be received with open Arms; 
* your Aſfections will be no longer combated, but 
Amelia may be honourably yours. — The Alternative 
l forbcar to mention, becauſe 1 will not ſuppoſe my- 
„ ſelf otherwile than your faithful and affectionate 
“ Friend Gro. HarTLEyY.' 


Am TI awake ? Have I my Senſes ? Do I ſee and hear 
and read it right? Is Amelia then unmarried ? and 
ſnall ſhe yet be mine? But hold--ina Poſtſcript he adds-- 

Lord Wealthy's Conduct ſince Amelia's Abſence 
* has been ſuch, as leaves us no room to regret the 
* Diſappointment of his Alliance.“ 


I 2 MARIA. 
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Was ever ſo fortunate an Event? Dear Frederick, 
how happy do theic Tidings make me ! 


FREDERICK, 


I believe thee from my Soul; but here is News 
in another Poſtſcript, which will make you ſtill hap- 
pier, if am not out of my gueſs.—Shall I read it? Is 
your Reſolution Proof againſt good Fortune, as well as 


ill e He tells me here, © that his Neighbour Lord 


oy Lovington i 1s dead of an Apoplectick Fit, occaſions 
« ed, as is ſuppoſed, by the Shock he received at 
* hearing that his Son had loſt his Life in a drunken 
„ Frolick at Naples. That Captain Bellafont was Heir 
* to his Title and Fortune, and that an Expreſs had 
* been ſent after him to Salisbury, where he had 
lately been upon the breaking of his Regiment.“ 

Well, Maria, —how like you all this ? Fortune is in 
a giving Mood, and throws us Wealth, Titles and Hap- 
pineſs in abundance. 

MARIA. 


Tho? I cannot but rejoice at Bellafont's Proſperity, 
yet I mult regret the Opportunity I have loſt of ſhew- 
ing the diſintereſted Regard I have for him. 


FREDERICK. 


*Tis better as it is.—It's an obſolete Notion that 
Love and Virtue are to be found only in 2 Cottage; 
preſent Experience ſhews us that it 1s poſſible for them 
to reſide in a Palace, 5 Exit. 
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SCENE VI. 
Lord Lovixc rox to MARIA. 


LORD LO VINO TO. 

Well, young Lady, before we conclude this Bar- 
gain for Life, it will not be amiſs if we come to ſome 
previous Explanation with each other. 

MARIA. 

As your Lordſhip pleales. 

LORD LOVINGTON. 

For my own Part I ſhall act ingenuouſly with you: 
It muſt be but little Comfort you can in Reaſon ex- 
pect from an old Man like me; but perhaps that 
little you look for, may be more than you are likely 
to receive. | 

MARIA. 

My Wiſhes, my Lord, are ſoon bounded : I have 
been early taught to obey my Father's Will and Plea- 
ſure, and ſhall eaſily learn to ſubmit myſelf to yours. 

LORD LOVINGTON. 

But ſuppoſe I am too capricious to will any thing, 

and too difficult to be pleas'd with any body.— 
MARIA. 

My Patience ſhall ſubdue your Caprice, and my 
Tears ſhall ſotten your Anger. 

LORD LOVINGTON, 

Pſha ! if you weep, I ſhall laugh at you; and if 
vou are merry, I ſha hate you: Your Tears will only 
perſi:ade me you are a Hypocrite, and your Smiles 
Vvou'd convince me that you was plotting my Dit 
honour, X 


MARIA. 

That is hard: but a ſilent and reſpectful Obedience 
to all your Humours, may leave you without Suſpi- 
cion or Complaint. 


LORD 


— 
— 
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No; impoſſible; your Silence I ſhall interpret to 
be Sullenneſs, and whatever you ſpeak, I ſhall think 
it Impertinence; in ſhort, tho* I wou'd marry you 
for your Beauty, I ſhall ſcorn you tor your Meanneſs : 
Add to that, altho' I am wealthy to Exceſs, yet J am 
tormented with an eternal reaching after more; all 
within me is a Chaos of clamorous Deſires, all without 
Infirmity and Diſeaſe. —Well, Madam, I have now 
done; for, tho' you can take up with a Character of 
this Sort, I cannot; it is Time for me to lay it down, 
and re · aſſume my own. 

MARIA. 

O Mr. Bellafont, be in no hurry about that; it is 
really a very pretty diverting kind of Dialogue; and 
if it is any Amuſement to you to carry it on, I am 
at your Service. | 

LORD LOVINGTON. 

Why ! what! did you know me then all this while, 
notwithſtanding this Diſguiſe ? 

| | MARIA. | 

What Diſguiſe ? Tour Dreſs indeed is a little parti- 
eular ; but, as you are now Lord Lovington, 1 con- 
cluded it was ſome Family Faſhion. 

LORD LOVINGTON. 
I Lord Lovington ?— 
MARIA. 

Why, ay, are you not ? Can you, as a Man of 
Honour, ſeek to impoſe yourſelf upon me for what 
you are not? As for the Deſcription you give me of 
your Perſon'and Diſpoſition, J aſcribe all that to an 
amiable Diffidence of yourtelf, which is a Quality 1 
have always remarked in you with ſingular Satisfaction. 

LORD LOVINGTON. 

Heyday ! I am in a fine Dilemma: I really find 

myſelt mighty ridiculous. 


MARIA; 


4 


A, 
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AIR XXX. '* [Arne.] 


When a Freak has got in 
Such a Head for plotting, 

Can a ſimple Maid withſtand ? 
With fuch Art aſſailing, 
You are ſo prevailing 

IT muſt yield both Heart and Hand. 


With a Mate fo loving, 
All my Mays approving, 
O how bleſt will be my Lot ? 


If I ſeem too eaſy, 
Zis my Zeal to pleaſe you, 
Think of that, and ſcorn me not. 
Nay, never doubt; here's my Hand! I conſent : 
- How baſhful you fland !— Tis tos late to repent. 


LORD LOVINGTON. : 
Well! I deſerve to be laugh'd at, I confeſs ;. but 
dear Maria, let me befeech you ſeriouſly to tell me, 
wou'd you have carried this Adventure through, and 
been diſintereſted enough ro marry an honeſt Fellow 
like me without a Doit ? 
MARIA. 
Tris an Honour, my Lord, which J ſhou'd infalli- 
bly have accepted. 
LORD LOVINGTON. 
Nay, but be ſerious, — 


MARIA. 
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MARIA, 

Huſh ! here comes my Father; compoſe yourſelf ; 
all will be well ; only remember you are now my Lord 
Lovington. 

LORD LOVINGTON. 

Yes, yes, I am Lord Lovington; never fear me.— 

Generous Maria! 


NE VI. 


Enter Sir AxNTONY and FREDERICK. 


— 


SIR ANTON. 
Well, my Lord, are you and my Daughter come 
to a right Underſtanding yet? 

LORD LOVINGTON 

Perfectly, Sir Antony; I find her all Gentleneſs and 
Compliance. 

SIR Ax rox v. 

Well, Maria, I hope I ſhall now ſhortly have the 
Happineſs of ſeeing my Daughter a Counteſs. 

MARIA. 

I hope fo too, Sir; but I can't perſuade this Gen- 
tleman to believe it. 

SIR ANTONY. 

Believe it? What do you mean, Girl, what do you 
mean ? His Lordſhip here is willing to have you, is 
he not? You heard him fay fo this very Momenr. 

LORD LOVINGTON 
What Frolick has ſhe got in her Head now? [ A/de. 
MARIA. 

Very true, Sir, I heard him ſay he was ready to 
marry me; but I can't perſuade lum that he is Lord 
Lovington, a 1 am dctermined to have no one but 
him. ; | 
| SIR ANTONY. 

Not Lord Tovington? Are you mad, Huſley ? 
Who is he then ? who is he? 


MARIA, 
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MARIA. 


I know not, Sir, not I: but he inſiſted upon it juſt 
now that he was Captain Bellafont, and would be 
Lord Lovington no longer. 

LORD LOVINGTON. ba 

Oh! the inſufferable Jilt! 

SIR ANTONY, 

Why I am thunderſtruck ! Bellafont ? 3 

Bellafont? — Who are you, Sir, and what are you? 
FREDERICK. 5 a 
Let me look a little nearer:—'Tis even fo! my 


„ Friend Charles Bellafont, as I live! Ha! ha! ha! 


Why how whimſical this is! What, in Maſquerade | ? 
SIR ANTONY. 

Maſquerade, do you call it? Why 'tis a moſt wicked 
and abominable Impoſition.— But come, Sir, decamp, 
move off, before you are r to a more precipitate 
Retreat. 

MARIA. 

Hold, Sir, you are miſtaken ; 1 inſiſt upon it he is 
Lord Lovington. 

LORD LOVINGTON. 

Tis falſe; I am not: nor wou'd I accept the 
Wealth of the Indies with an Encumbrance like thee 

tack'd to it, were it thrown at iny Feet. 


ALL. 
Ha! ha! ha! 


LORD LOVINGTON. 
*Tis very well; laugh on, tis mighty well; but by 


Heaven! Mr. F rederick, you ſhall repent * Jeer- 


ing. —As for you, Madam 


K AIR 


Truth! r 
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AIR XXXIII. Arnold.] 


Give me back my Heart, ' Seducer ! 
Thus my Freedom I regain : 
Fury tempts me to accuſe her; 
Pride forbids me to complain. 
Thus I tear my Chains aſunder : 
How can Heaven withhold its Thunder ? 
See ! ſhe triumphs in my Pain ! [ Going, 


FREDERICK, 


Come, Bellafont, we have carried this Jeſt far enough : 
you are really as ſhe tells you, Lord Lovington; and, 


if you won't take my Word for it, you may read that 


Paper. You will pardon a little harmleſs Raille+ 


ry, and, if you are ſerious in your: Eſteem for my 


Siſter, I am confident my Father and his Family will 
think themſelves highly honour'd in your Lordſhip's 


Alliancc. 
LORD LOVINGTON. 
My Uncle and my Coulin both dead !—Tf this be 


- fo, Maria, my Ambition indeed will be fatished, but 


my Happineſs *tis you only can beſtow. 
Six ANTON. ; 
Why, how is all this, Frederick? Sometimes he is 
a Lord, and ſometimes he is none, — What is the 


FREDERICK, 
This 8 Sir, will explain it to you; indeed 
I wou'd recommend the Whole to your Perulal.; 
LORD LOVINGTON. 
In good Truth, I am thoroughly aſham'd of this 
Diſguile, and cou'd laugh as heartily as either of you 
at the ridiculous Figure I muſt have made in this 


Tranſaction. 
IIK 
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SIR ANTONY. 
Well, there is ſome Senſe in this. [ Returning the 
Letter.] My Lord, I heartily congratulate you, and 
beg a thouſand Pardons for my Incivility to you. 
LORD LOVINGTON. 
Oh ! Sir Antony, mention it not, leſt you bring- 


me to the Bluſh.— 
SIR ANTONY. 

By my fay-ſo, this is an Event that will make 
no ſmall Figure upon Paper; I am only concern'd 
that my Part has not been fo brilliant as I cou'd wiſh; 
bur I muſt help that out in the Relation. This Jade 
Clara has cruelly diſarrang'd my Matters; no where 
to be found, either by Land or Water : Well, well, 
we have not drag'd the Pond for nothing. Now Fre- 
derick cou'd we but find where Clara, — pſhaw —1 
mean where Miſs Hartley has hid herſelf, I * 
diſpoſe of both my Children at once. Ods Life! 1 
wou'd it was come to that ! 


AIR XXXIV. [Vernon.] 


n ben my Children are wwedded all and gone, 
With a this Way, that Way, and every Way 3 
And a happy Day will be that Day, 

When they*ve left me to myſelf alone, 
IWith a this Way, &c. | 
And I word they were gone every one. 


Then will I ſeek out for a Wife, 
With a this Way, &c. 
And a happy Day will be that Day, 
When I renew a wedded Life, 
With a this Way, &c. 
Fer every Way I'll pleaſe my Wife. But 
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But fhou'd ſbe prove wayward, pert and bold, 
With a this Way, &c. 

| What a luckleſs Day wou'd be that Day, 
When I lighted firſt upon a Scold, 

' With a this Way, &c. 
Ab ! what Way's left for me that am old! 


SCENE VIII. 


Or VIA enters with AMELIA brought in by à numerous 
.  Rabble of 1 9 ; HENRY following at ſome Diſ- 

Lance. 

SIR ANTONY. 
. Heyday! who have we got here? Is the whole 
Pariſh ftung with the Gadliy ? What's the Matter 
with you all ? 
OLIVIA. 
+ Why theſe honeſt People have a ſtrange Story to 
tell you, Sir Antony. 
1ſt PEASANT. 
Les, and pleaſe your Worſhip, we "WY a ſtrange Story 
to tell you: But things have gone very croſs with us all 
this Harveſt through; a Power of mildew'd Grain 
Farmer Chaff's Horſes are in a Manner eat up with 
the Botts, one and all—and Maſter Grubb's Cows 
are ſorely peller'd witn the Tail-worm ; fo that we are 
fit to think, pleaſe your Worſhip, that the poor Beaſties 
are Hag - ridden, as it were. 
*$IR AN TONY 70 AMELIA. 

Well, Child, is it you . have done all this * ? I ſee 

you are a Dealer in the Black Art.— 
[Pointing to ber Maſt. 


1 PEASANT. 
Noa, your Honour, we don't directly ſay ſoz but 
we were a little dubilous about the young Woman, 


ſo.» we'll pray your CT to examine © her a bit, 
K 2 I rnz⸗ 
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FREDERICK, ; 
O Neighbours, leave her to me; I'll examine her. 


1ſt PEASANT. | 
We are much beholden to your Honour: Pray you 
now, young Gentleman, aſk her why ſhe wears that 
black Thing athwart her Face, whereof I can take 
my Bible Oath on't that ſhe is ſometimes as ſightly a 
young Woman to look at, as ever my Eyes beheld ; 
and why ſhe keeps hanging about the Grove at the 
Bottom of the Paddock ; there can be no good Intent 
m that. | 
SIR ANTONY. 

Go, ye ſimple People, get home, and leave the 

young Woman with us. 
HENRY, 10 one of the PEASANTS. 

I am aſham'd, Gaffer Dowling, to ſee an old Man 
like you make himſelf ſuch a Fool. [¶ Exeunt Peaſants. 
SIR ANTONY, 

Well, young Woman, let us know why you are 
maſked, and what your Buſineſs is in theſe Parts ? 

| AMELIA, 

My Profeſſion, Sir, is Fortune-telling ; I deal with 

the Stars. | 
SIR ANTON. 

I rathey believe *tis with the Moon. 
AuELIA. 
* Give me your Hands. [Taking Sir Antony with one 

Hand, and Frederick with the other. 


AIR XXXV. [Arnold.] 
You love, and are lelov'd again. [To Frederick. 
Vou love, alas! but love in vain. [To Si Ant, 
The Grove.—The Garden was the Scene. 
You've been to blame— 
EFT Oh ! fie for Shame, 
With Hairs ſo grey to wear a Head ſo green; 


2 
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Your Maid is fled. —Your MiRreſs gone: 
Zet both theſe Loſſes are but one: 
J who conceal'd her, can reſtore. 
Lament !—Rejoice ! 
Here is my Choice] | 
Come take, Oh ! take, and never quit me more. 
[Unmasks, and runs into Frederick's Arms. 


FREDERICK. 
O rranſpotting Surprize! Do I behold thee? do J 
again embrace thee, my dear, my deſtin'd Amelia? 
MARIA. 
Amelia - - - - ? 
l Loxp LovincToev. - 
What do I ſee? my Couſin Emily Hartley? Why 
this is fortunate beyond Deſcription. 
MARIA, 
Bleſs me, my Lord, is Mifs Hartley your Couſin ? 


LORD LOVINGTON. 
Even ſo—and if my Hopes don't flatter me, our 
Alliance is in a way to be improved. 


SIR ANTONY. 
What do IT heir? And are you, that was my Clara, 
the Daughter of Sir William Hartley ? . 


AMELIA, 
I am, Sir, and can you be generous enough to for- 
give my Preference of your Son before you? 
SIR Ax TON v. 
Oh ! no more of that I charge you. Tis well we 
are wiſer than our Children, for certainly they . 
fome unaccountable Advantages over us. 


FRE? 


(7 


— 
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| FREDERIOK. 

O my Amelia, I have News for thee, which I flatter 
myſelf you will be pleaſed with : your Friends are 
impatient to receive you, and have conſented to our 
Union. | 

AMELIA. 3 

Then is my Joy compleat. Now had I but a Friend 
that cou'd relate to them this Day's Events, as they 
really have happen d | 

HENRY. 

You have a Friend, Madam, an humble and a faith- 
ful one; req;y to undertake that Office, or any other 
you can lay upon him: 

AMELIA, 

T thank thee, my good Henry, and will accept 
your Services. Frederick, I have much to tell thee of 
this Youth, whom I defire you will love for my ſake 

FREDERICK. 


I know him well : his Fortune ſhall be my Care. 
| HENRY. | 
Thank Heaven! I ſhall now be aþſent, when ſhe 
is married. ¶ Afide.] [Exit Henry. 
AMELTA. 


Sir Antony, as I croſt your Lawn I found your 
Harveſt Folks aſſembled at their Sports; the Serenity 
of the Evening, and the Chearfulneſs.of the Scene, 
compoſe the molt agreeable ſight in Nature. 

MARIA. 
Oh! by all Means, Sir, let us go thither; Joy is 
pleaſing in whatſoever Shape it appears. 
SIR ANTON v. 
Let this then be a Day of general Happineſs! 
LORD LOVIN Gro NW. 

For my own Part I contemplate all rural Paſtimes 
with Reverence and Delight. The natural Expreſſions 
of an innocent Joy in a * and happy People are in 
my, n wu molt grateful Oblation that can be 
offer'd in return for ſuch Bleſſings, AIR 
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